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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Vontriloquial ! 


6 PEPLESS my soul!” 
Peter Todd jumped, 
Tt waa enough to inake any 
fellow jump. 
‘Tha words in themselves were not, of 
urse, very startling. Often and often 
\d every fellow at Groyfriars heard 
. Locke, the headmaster, utter that 
ejaculation. And the _headmaster’s 
voice, though deep, was quite a 
‘one; there was nothing startlin 

‘Yet Poter Todd jumped, i 
‘amazement. 

For he was coming up the Remove 

assage, and it was from his own study, 

Xa, 7 in the Remove, that the ejacula: 
tion proceeded, 

"Pha door of Study No. 7 stoo 
ajar. Poter, could not see 
aludy; but he could hear. 

‘And. that was. what he heard=the 


‘He halted. 
‘What the Head could possibly bo 
in his stady was a mystery to 
Sometimes Dr. Locke visited the 
‘quarters of the school, on a tour 
wapection, But then ho came in 
fas it were, with tho Removo 
stately procession, 


‘late, 
master—a sort of 
Remove fellows, spotting him from 
distance, would have their rooms all 


to: moot his august oyo—Bob 
is foutball boots off 


For tho Head to dodge, 

into a fellow's study in his absonce, in 8 
eveptitions way, was absolutely 

unknown and uoheard of; and ‘Toddy 
would not have believed it possibl 
‘The Head might drop informally into 
Sixth Form study for a chat—say, Wi 
gate’s or Gwynn’s study. But he did 
ot, of coures, drop in on Lower Fourth 
fags for purposes of chatting. 
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So Peter Todd stood amazed, staring 
at the door of Study No. 7 wondering 
whether, ia (he amazing circumstances, 
lie could venture to enter his own study. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 

Bob Chezry camo up the Remove pas~ 
sage, and: grected Toddy with a smack 
fon the shoulder, ‘Tho smack rang 9 
‘ike & pietolabot; Bob had 


sped Peter. “Keep off, you 


What's the row?” asked | Bob. 

“What aru you standing here for blink: 

ing at your study door?) Anything up?” 
* Hush D? 

SER! Why hus! 
“The Head!" whispered Peter. 
Bob Cherry stared at hin, and then 

stared round him, There was no sign of 

the Head in the Remove passage, that 

Hob could see. 

What the thomp—” began Bob, 


“Hush!” breathed Peter. “I tell you 
the Head—”" 
“Tho jolly old Head isn’t here,” 


Dob blankly. nak 
Potor made him a frantic sign to bo 
Bob's voice, undoubtedly, was 
‘What would, 


ent. 
idibie in Study NO. 7. 
Dr Locke think, hearing. hi 
Receribed es the jolly old Head? 

‘The aurprised Bob was about to speak 
again, when thore wes a voice from 

Scdy’ No. Ta familiar voice, but very 
artling in that quarter. 

“Upon my word” 

Bol Cherry jumped, just as Peter 
Todd had dove. 

Ont he gasped. "The Head!” 

He stared St the door That door of 
study" No, 7 seamed to fascinate. the 
vayaof both tho {uniors 
Br seis in my study!” whispered Péter. 


“Something's up! Goodness knows 
what's the matter, but I suppose it 
Jneans g row.. ‘The Head wouldn't come 


up to the Remove passage for nothing.” 

‘Four juniors came up. the staircase, 
and glanced along the passage towards 
Bob “and ‘Toddy. ‘They were Harry 
Wharton, Johnny Bull, Fiank Nugent, 
and Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. They 
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ere about to go into Wharton's study, 
No.1; but their gaze was attracted by 
the two juniors staring blankly at Study 
No. 7. 

“what's on there?” called out Harry 
Wharton. 

“Bunter burst?” asked Johnny Bull. 

Peter made a sign of silence, and the 
inystified juniors came along the passage 
“There was no need then for explana. 
tion; for the voice from the study went 
on again: 

“Bless my soul ! 
to Mr. Quelch.” 

“The Head!” breathed Wharton, 

“What on earth——” began Nugent, 

“Beats me!” whispered Peter ‘Todd. 
“It’s not like the Head to sneak 
fellow's study like this. 
only ten minutes ago, and loft Bunter 


T must spealeof this 


thofe. "New 

Ho broke off as the voice went on, 

“fF thall “certainly “apeak toMr. 
Queleti! "Bupter PS 

*PY¥en, aie 

‘That’ wes the wellknown squeak of 
Billy" Bunter, the’ Ow! of the Remow 


The juniors exchanged glances. Appa: 
eutly Billy Bunter was in Study No. 7, 
along with the headmaster. 3 

“What does th . 

“What, sir?” 

“Tho ‘untidy stato of this study, 
Bunter! ‘surprised, Bunter—I may 
say I am shocked! Whose are theso 
boots?” 


mean, Bunter?” 


y's, sie” 
“Doos ‘Todd gonorally keep his foot. 
ball boots in the bookeaso?” 

Peter Te the passage, mado a 
aecimece. Te was. tre that hig football 
foots, were. in the bookeaso in Study 
Nov 7; but he did not generally. keep 
hein there; neither would. they hase 
hoon there, had lie expected a visit from 
the Head.” But this occurrence Was ex: 
tremely unexpected. 

“Well, sity Toddy's rather slovenly,"t 
came Bunter's voice, "1 do my best, 
Sie fo Koop the study in order, But 1 
father hard with a sludy-mate like Peter 
Todd” 

“Is it, you fat villain?” 


murmured 
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Peter, r 
‘afternoon he had been slanging 
for untidiness. 

“Tam suro of-that, Bunter,”” resumed 
the Head's voice. “Ihave the highest 
opinion of you, Bunter, and Xam 
assured that you do everything in your 
power to restrain, the slovenly habits of 
your study-mate. 

Harry Wharton & Co, blinked at one 
another. ‘This was the first they hed 

dof the Head’s high opinion of 
William George Bunter. Upon what he 
foanded it was a mystery to them. 

“Thank you, sir!” squeaked Bunter, 

“[ shall cortainly speak to Mr. Quelch. 
I shell request him to administer same 
correction to Todd.” 

Peter made another grimace. 

“Where is Todd now, Bunter?” 

“I think he's hanging about outside 
the study, sir,” squeaked the Owl of tho 
Remove. "I fancy he cen hear overy- 
thing you're saying, sir.” 

Poter’s expression was quite indescrib- 
able as ho heard that. 

“Bless my soul! Todd! Todd, I say! 
If you aro.there, come into the study at 
conga 

On dear!” murmured Boter 

ie pushed open tho door of Study 
No."t, and entered. 


ater 


‘THE SECOND CHAPTER, 


Only Bunter ! 
ILLY BUNTER ned cheerfully 
Bue 
‘Lhe fat junior’s face was, in 


fact, irradiated by its most’ ex- 
pansive grin, Bunter seemed to be im- 
hnensely entertained about something. 

‘But Peter was not looking at him. 

‘Ho was looking for the Head, 

‘A bowildered look camo over Poter’ 
face. Ho had entored the study in 
response to the Head's command, But 
amazing to relate, the Head was not 
visible within the walls of Study No. 7. 
ly Bunter was thero, fat and grin- 

But Dz. Locke ‘was not to be 


n. 
Peter Todd blinked about tho study, 
bewildered, almost unnerved. Unless 
tho Head had vanished suddeily up tho 
chimnoy, Peter could not guess what 
had become of him. 

 What—wha-a-a-at—" 


Today. 
He, he, hol” 
““What-iwhere's the Head?” 
“Hie, he, hel” chortled Bunter, 
Potet stared. round tho study again, 

aud then bie pes Bed on Billy Bunter 

witha doadly look. 

ou—yout—you fat. This 

ong of your ventriloquist tricks, is it? 


»  stammered 


"ie, he, hol” eackled Bunter. “i 
fancy pulled your leg, old bean. He, 
he, bei” 


“You—you—— gasped. Peter. 
Bunter chortled spasmodically. ‘There 
was no doubt that the Greyfriars ve 
Tiloquist had pulled Peter's leg—most 
eifochally nd ‘completely, Not for a 
doubted 


toment had  Toddy that the 
Head was in Study No. 7; ho had never 
even dreamed that, the dialoguo ho had 
heard ‘from. outside was carried on 


‘entirely by Buntor, speaking alternately 
fn his owa voico and in tho. Head" 
Bunter grinned at, him checrily. 


You s00, 1 heard you coming!” he 
plained.” “T thought I'd make you 
Jump, you know. He, he, he! 


Peter breathed hard end deop. 

“Well, you did make me jump,” ho 
admitted. 

“Ho, ho, hel” 


under, his breath. Only. that 
ft 


“And a5 ono good turn deserves 
another, I'm going to make you jump.” 
‘Beter—— " Yarooooo000h 
roared Bunter, ae Petor Todd grabbed 
him by the collar and proceeded to tap 
head against the study table, 
, hallo, hallo!” 

“What” 

‘Harry Wharton & Co. stared in. There 
was no sign of the Head in the study, 
‘but Bunter’s head was rapping on the 
table in a series of postman’s: knocks, 
and the yells of William George Bunter 


Fang the length of the Remove passage, 

“Tsay, you fellows, draggimoft 
yelled Bunter.“ Yaroooh! Only a 
Joke—only a j:j-j-joke! Whoop! | Stop- 


itt T'il jolly well lick you, Peter Todd 

i, erumibs |, Draggimott 

Crack, crack, crack! 

“You fat, ‘villain! gasped Peter, 
“To warned you what would happen if 
you played your beastly vontriloquial 
tricks in this study any more! ‘Take 
that—and that—and that—" 

“Yaroooogh | Rescue!” yellod Bunter, 
struggling. frantically. 

Harry Wharton & Co, rushed to the 
rescue. The excited Peter was collared 
and dragged off his victim. 

“Hold on!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
“Enough’s as good as a feast, you know, 


TAIoT'll jolly oll burst 
him!” exclaimed Peter Todd. ‘He made 
me believe that tho Head was hore— 
going to report me to Quolchy for sloven- 
ness! He 

“Only a jest, old man,” said Harry 
‘Wharton soothingly. “You really might 
have guessed that it was Bunter, know- 
ing ‘his tricks,” 


“Wl, no,” admitted tho captain of 
the Remove. “Bunter had tho Head's 
toot wonderfully. Blessod if I know how 
‘ho does it.” 

“Ow!” gasped Bunter. “Keep that 
idiot off! “I's a gift, of course—a won- 
derful gitt—” 


“Must bo a gift,” said Bob. “TE it 
needed brains, you couldn't do it.” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—" 


«Will you leggo?” roared Petor Todd. 
I tell sou I'm going to squash himi 
Venteiloquism is barred in this study. 
“"Todd'” It was a sharp, stern voice? 
outside the door, the voico of Mr, 
Quolch, the inasier of the Remore, 
odd’! Whiat does this violence mean?” 


“Oh, sit!” gasped Petor. 


dare you, Todd?” 


friars. ventriloquist aga 
Thinter’s faculty for 
was really marvellous. 


this weird 
gift earned him moro kicks than half 
yehee, 80 to speak, in tho Greyfriars 


Remove. 
“Quelchs's not there,” said Rob 
Cherry. "It's Bunter again! How the 


dickens does he do it? 
“He, he, hol” 
“T<1-TH make an example of him!" 
soared Peter, “Why, a fellows life isn't 
worth living’ with apotty venteiloquis! 
fn the study! Til burst him!" 


Yon didn't guess!” snapped Peter. ea 


“Whooop ”” roared Bunter. 
Peter graap wat on him again, and 
ho was yanked out of the armchair. He 
buumped'on the carpet with «heavy 
here!” gasped Peter. 
“Yowow-owl Help!” 
“Todd! How dare you!” 
‘was Mr. Quelch's voico again, but 
this time it was tho genuine article; the 
din in'the Remove passage had, in tach 
drawn the Form master to the scene. 
TM. Quelch camo whisking along to 
siudy No.7 with a frowning brow‘and 
* Br Siied iat tie study weatbhill 
fo stared into the study wrathfully. 
Poter ‘Todd, with his, back to the door, 
war bumping Bunter's hapless head ot 


Be ape 
“Todd! se this at once! You ruf- 
fianly boy, how ds you?” exclaimes 
Mr. @ sic lites : a 

Hh “cheate it, you, shooting Hotter 
howled Peter Todd, “How 


Peter ow the dickens 
you do it while 1'm bumping your head 
Ie’ mystery to me, but Lil jolly well 


stop yout” 


‘ 
Wharton, 
tTodd'” huindered Mr. Quelch. 

dig gos out of jour somes?” 

up, I tell youl” 

“What? is 

“TI jolly well make you chuck it 
somehow, you silly Idiot 

‘Mir. Quelch stood transfixed, 

Really, it was incredible that s junior 
in his on Form should talk to him like 
thia, ‘But he had to. believe 


“'Poddy 1” yelled Bob, "You 
acs, it's really Mr. Quelch this timo!” 


Peter Todd released Bunter as if 
had suddenly become red-hot, and sp 


“Toddy!” gaspe 


jaw <iropped at tho sight of his 
Form master in the door 


“Ob, my hatt Oh crikey! Mr. 
Queleh “OW!” 

“Todd!” stuttored 
masier.“'You—you—you_unrul 


sasped Peter, in 
T didn't 


‘His utter dismay was convinciug. Mr. 
Quoleh calmed down a little, 

“IF you were too excited to recognise 
my voice, Todd, that is very little excusa 
for you, 1 shall cano you soverely for 

turbance, and for not 


ope inaeten 
“Bend over that arm-chi 
“Oh dear!” 

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack, 


” babbled Peter. 
ir, Todd!” 


whack! 

Veter Todd squirmed and, wriggled 
sauid. gasped. a ho received “six "tho 
sovorest “six.” ho over had received, 

“Now, let there be no moro of thi 
said Me. Quelch, tucking his cane under 
his arm, “““Any ropetition of this dis. 
orderly conduct, Todd, will be followed 
by a flogging from your headmaster. 
Yako care : 

‘And M¢. Quelch, with « grim warn- 
ing frown, marched out of tho study, 
leaving Betor Todd wriggling in 
anguish. i 

Hunter rolled out aftor him, Just 
then Billy Bunter did not regard Study 
No. 7 as @ safo place to linger inj and 
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undoubtedly he was right. Poter Todd 
leaned on the table and gasped. 

“Oh dear! Oh crumbs! I—T'll 
bunt that fat villain! Ow, ow, ow 
What are you grinning at, you ailly 
owls? Ow! Ja there anything. to grin 
at, you chuckling chumps? Get out! 
Ow, ow, owl” f 

And ‘Harry Wharton & Co. got out, 
still grinning, leaving Peter to gasp 
and groan till, at long last, gasping and 
groaning brought him rel 


‘THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Bunter Asks For It! 
SAY, you fellows——” 
Bob Cherry looked astonished, 
“How did Bunter know we had 
a cake for tea?” he asked. 
T didn't know 


“I 


you had a cake! 
Taking whacky 

 Nebedy esied. Fou, 
sang Jttank Nugent’ And the ehuss 6 
ther Remove chuckled. 

Billy Bunter rolled into Study No. 1 
There wes # large cake on the tabl 
and tho, Famous five, were beginning 
fee afl breagvand-butter, intending 40 
fini with: the “cake. Billy Bunter 
Acute to start on the cake, He picked 
tip a knife sliced off about a quarter of 

I and started, 

Thaventt really cbme to tea," he r0- 
marked = Pit leave you chaps all the 
Breed and-butien™ : 

SG"hon!” suid Bob sarcastically, 

«Sou might lenye 1 a litte of the 
cake, 109, HE it fant asking to0 much 
Binion remarked: Johnny Bully sil 
note thceasticaly. 

‘Soe Banter hed no attention to waste 


on sarcasm. His attention was coneen- 
trated. on the cake. 

“You're not_tea-ing in your own 
study?” asked Harry Wharton, with a 
laugh. 


Alter the exciting events of the after- 
noon Wharton could guoss that Bunter 
was not keen to revisit No, 7 until he 
had to. 

Bunter shook his head -with his mouth 


Sul 

‘No; I'm fed-up with Toddy. Dut 
ion told me he's got fives bat on the 
table waiting for me to come in to tea.” 

“Ha, ha, ha! 

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle 
at! Protty hard cheese for fellow to 
he kept out of his own study in this 
stvle, I think,” said Bunter warmly. 
“Pe a jolly good mind to go straight 
to No. 7and give Toddy a hiding with 
his, own fives bat. But—byt I won't.” 

“No; I think I wouldn't,” grinned 
Bob Cherry. "Tt would be a jolly pain- 
ful, thing—not for Toddy.” 

“The fact is Quelehy's licked him, and 
Pm letting him off,” said Bunter mag- 
nanimously, ‘“I say, you fellows, this 
isa rather decent cake. Not like the 


cakes T get fram home, of course, but 
quite good, fave soine more.” 
‘And he did. 
“Don't mind us!” seid | Frank 


Nugent, also in a deep, sarcastic vein. 

“Right, old fellow, 1 won't! T like 
cake better than bread-and-butter, my- 
sells but exer chap to his taste." said 


Yanter. “EN “do some ventriloguial 
stunta after tea, it you like, L'don't 


‘Wo do,” said Harry Wharton. 
‘Jolly ducer thing, Tin't it, how fel- 
lows afe Jealous of iy gilts?” anid 
Thinter, — “Jealonsy and detract 
round, that's what Tin accustomed (0, 
Tax Macxer Liprary.—No, 942, - 


T suppoe it's sort of penalty for being 

“Oh, my hat!” 

“The cleverfulness is not _ really 
terrific,” anurmured) Hurree Jamset 
Ram Singh, 

“If you fellows could do what I 
do—’ went on Bunter. 

“We'd like to, but you've got all the 
cake,” romarked’ Johnny Bull. 

“Y wasn’t alluding to the cake, fat- 
head. 


“T was,” said Johuny Bull 
“T hope you're not going to be mean 
about a cake. T'll let you have the next 
fone they send me from Bunter Court, 
if you like,” i 

«Wo shall be, past cakes then,” said 
Bob Cherry, “People don't eat edkes 
in ‘extrome ‘old age. 

“Yah P 

Bunter sliced the cake age 
Wharton reached across. the 
rescued what was. left. 
moderato slice each for the owners of 
the cake. 

“F say, you follows, I really eame in 
to tell you the news,” said Bunter, 
munching busily. ‘the Head's son 
is coming home.” 

“Jehei” said Bob. ‘Did tho Head 
tell yau 502” 

“Yes; confided it to the,” said Bunter. 
“I don't think anybody else at Grey 
friars has been told. You know young 
Locke is in the Army. He's been ont in 
Mespot, of somewhere, a jolly long 
time, Well, he’s coming back | to 
England, and may land at Southampton 
any day—the ship's been delayed by 
foul weather, or something.” 
ofity, Wharton & Co. were mildly 
interosted. ‘They wore acquainted wit 
Une Hodt's son Mee Perey Loskey he 
hhad bee at Groyfriars, some time ago. 
Ho was quite nice young man, they 
remembered, and they had no ‘doubt 
that the Hoad was attached to him, and 
glad ho was coming homo, again. 

“The Hend’s going to Southampton 
fo meet him_when the, stoemer gets 

said) Bunter. “He's rather 
bothered by the delay, you know, as he 
can't get eway from’ Greyfriars for 
Jong; but he wants, to be sure not to 
miss Perey when ho lands, 

He told you all that 

“Yea; we had quite a chat. T und 
atasid that Quelchy will bo left in charge 
while the Head's gone. Quolchy's the 
Head's right-hand» man, you know, 
though -he's only Lower Fourth master, 
From what old Locke was saying I 
think the steamer may ‘get in to-mor- 
row; if-so, the Head will buzz off in 
his. ‘car nt once, leaving Quelchy in 
control, Any moro cake?” 


ly 


grinned Bob. 


“Nix.” 
“Not, much of a spread to ark a fel 
low (0, said Bunter, with a sniff. “1 


vather wish 1 had gouo to Smithy's study 
now,” 
‘And so say all of us!” said Bob, 

“Ha, ha, 

“But about young Locke,” went on 
Bunter. “The Head said Is was think: 
ing of giving Grey! 
tho chap comes, home. 

“Good egg!” 

‘Gos old Tend” 

This was much more interes 

"Tho goodnessful is terrific, ‘ 
remarked Murree Jamsct Ram Singh. 
“But how does the esteemed and fat: 


headed Bunter know 2” 

“The Hend told ae,” said Bunter 
calmly. “He was quite chatis, in fact. 
Teon't know whetlier it’s to be a whole 
holiday or a nlf; the vad was just 


going to say when Quelchy looked round 
Ang had to clea—" 


ing to cackle at. I say, you fel- 
twill be ripping to get an extra 
holiday, especially if it's ona day. when 
wo have maths. "I thought Yd tell yon 
follows, as you're pals of mino. Jf 
you're’ done "with the table you might 
Glear the things oft, will rr 
going to do my" lines’ here.” 

‘The Famous Five looked at Bunter. 
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, 10 
whom Study No. 1 belonged, did ‘not 
seem in the Teast enthusiastic about 
Bunter doing his lines there. Neither 
id thoy oem Keen to clear. the tea- 
table for. the purnose. 

“You see, Toddy'll be cutting up rusty 
it T go fo. my. own study,” “explained 
Bunter, “‘and I've got to ‘got through 
the lines, ‘There's two hundred now— 
they've been doubled twice because I 
haven't done. them. Quelehy’s told mo 
it will bo a licking if they're not handed 
in by five today 

“Ts five now!” said Nugent. 

_ “¥es: all the more reason, for hurr 

ing, If ¥ don't take them to Queleliy 

ho. will come up here inguiring after 

them, you kitow, and thet means bend- 
or. 


eit it means bending over,’ 
Harry Wharton, “You can't 
get two lnndred fi 

“T expect my old 
me, especially when I've, come here to 
tell you the latest news,” said Brnter. 

‘Two hundred lines won't take long 

all of us working at them.” 
‘Oh! 

“TI dos lind at the top of each 
sheet, see, and you fellows can “copy 
my. fist,” said Bunter, “Tt only needs 
a little’ sense.” 

10h, my hats” 

“You've, got a Virgil here,” 
Bunter, “I don't want to. go to 
study for mine. Now, there's no time 
to lose. Clear the table sharp.” 

‘Tho Famous Five did not st 

‘They were not looking for lines to de, 
asa maiter of fact. To Billy Bunter it 
was extremely important that those lines 
should be done in a hurry, and he con 
sidored that it was a case of all hands to 
the mill. The importance was not so 
obvious to the Famous Five. 

‘They considered that if Bunter did not 
want_a licking for leaving his impots 
a ho should have written thei 
while thete was yet timo, ‘That con 
ideration did nob soom #0 occur to the 
Ou of the Remov 
| “Dealt” asked Bunter, looking round 
irritably at five grinning faces. "I keep 
on tolling you that there's no time. to 
lose. If Quelehy remembers mny impo. 
hho may como up hero any minute alter 
me,” 

“And catch 1g all copying your fist! 
chuckled Bob Chetry." Nok guite geo 

vough, Bunt 

6 not-quitefulness is terrific.” 
“Tsay, you fellows, I’m relying om yon, 
you know,” urged Bunter, “I've had 
ie rotten impat doubled twice, ancl 
Quelghy always’ makes it's lieing after 
at. 

“hy haven't you done your, lines 
Jazyhoniea?” demanded Johnny Bull. “Do 
Chin wo're going ba do tered 
cause you're too jolly lazy to do fifty 
‘Oh, really, Bull—?” 

Callin” Some other study,” 


Is to stand by 


said 


roid 


think they’ ought. 
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“They ought," ‘agreed Bob Cherry. 
“Go and tell them so, whoever they are.’ 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

Oh, cut the cackle!” exclaimed 
Bunter. “I tell sou ofd Quelchy will be 
alter me if I don’t bung those lines on 
him soon. Look here, are you going to 
pile into those lines, or are you not ” 

“Not! said five i 
Hurroo Jamset Ram Si 
phaticatly that the not 


is rathor said 


thick,” 
Bunter in a deeply aggrieved tone. “You 


ie my lings’ in an emergency 
shen T've. come hero specially 
to tell you what old Locke told me, abovt 
having a holiday. when young" Locke 
comes hiome——— What are you making 
thces ut, Wharton?” 

‘Vharion sas making an extraordinary 
face, inlonded. to. couvey a warning 10 
Bunter to ring of. ‘Tho door of Study 
Novas wid open, and figure in cap 
and gown was passing tho figare of Mr, 

Juoleh,, the, master’ of the Remove. 

bvioutly the Remove master was on 
way to Stady No, 7, in search of Bunter 
Ind theas’yet—unwitten lines 

Bunter's voice floated out. of Study 
No. I, and Mr. Queleh camo fo'e sudden 
tii nd turned to the door. 

"Then the Owl of the Remove lesmed 
the cause of the extraordinary expression 
on, Wharton's face, 

Bunter” 

“Oy lor 

Bunter spun round like a. teetotum. 
His fat Joveos Knocked together a8 he 
Ulinked at Mz, Quelch, lis eyes almost 
bulging ‘through’ his” spectacles” with 


tho 


thundered Removo 


nik 
et OP 
T distincily leard. you use the words 


No, si 
‘not, 


exclaimed | Mfr. 
Quelch, with @ terrifying glare at tho 
hapless Owl, “How dare you deny using 
Yords which I distincty Heard sou use 
uch an expression applied to the head- 
master of this school” 

N#T=1 wasn't speaking of the Head, 
sity” gasped Bunter. 

“What, boy ?” 

“T—T ‘was. speaking of—of—of—” 
stntfgred Bunter, 

“Oh whom?” ‘said Mr. Queleh 
grinding voice. 

“Nobody at, all, sir,” gasped the. ter- 
rifled Owl “I—T wag speaking of—of 
the lock on a, door, sir.” 


“The—the lock on my study door, sir 
babbled Bunter. “EI was saying it 
was an old lock, sir, and—and, we want 
new one, sir. ‘That—that's all, sir. I 
“hope you beliove me, sir.” 

‘Ok mt hat "murmured Bob Cherry, 
almost’ overcome. 

Tho chums of the Remove gazed ut 
Bunter open-mouthed. 

Bunter was a fabricator of unusual 


eer like Velion piled Gn 


“Boy,” stuttered Mr. Quelch, “how 
dare you—how dare you, Tsay, look me 
ints agp and ‘ell me such absurd 
tints? 


Bump! Bump! “Yarooooh ! Hel 


Mir. Quelch stared into the study at 


Peter Todd, who, with his back to the door, was bumping Bunter’s hapless head 


on the carpet. “Todd 1 
rufflanly boy, how date you?” 


Cease this at 


But Peter heeded not, 


it once 1”” he exclaimed angrily.‘ You 
‘With his back to the 


door he did not see the Remove master, and naturally concluded that the voice 


was another sample of Bunter’s ventrllogulsm. 


(See Chapler 2.) 


£0b, really, sit —? 

“You wore alluding to your head- 
master in the most distespecifal terms,” 
grelsimed Mr, Quelch, “But vorve than 
that, Bunter, you were speaking of 3 

wivato. matter’ that hae hitherto, been 
Known only to the Head and mysof, 
side Dr. Locko’s own family. 1 
to know how you became awaro that D 
Yocks's gon is about to return home trv 

Bunter’s teeth chattored 

‘Ho had told Harry Whatton & Co, that 
he had been having a chat with the Head. 
But even Bunter was not likely to mako 
that statement to Mr. Quelch. 


“You, have been ~ cavesdropping, 
Bunter.” 
“Ohi No, sir! Ob, no!” gasped 
Buntor. 


tho matter has not been mentioned 
before to-day. You must have listened 
to Dr, Locke's conversation with me.” 

“Certainly not, sir! II wouldn't.” 

“Then how do you know anything 
about the matter, Bunter?” 

TIT don't, sir.” 

“what?” : ‘ 

“TP don't know anything about it at 

toto 


all, sit! It-its quite a mis 
thinleT know anything about it 

‘Are, you oul of your senses, Buntor? 
4, howe) you making tho statsmont. to 
art ‘didn't know you were listening, 
sit” 


“WHAT 


» shrigked, Me. Quolch. 
oe ics Quelel 


ean E aide, kno you. were 
passing, sir. Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. 
re aan't “really “telling theso 
about young Locke coming hoine, 
done know ansthing abont i 


“Oh, sic 
GO!" thundered Mr. Quelch, 
‘The hapless. Ov! quaked, ‘and went, 
Mr, Quolch whisked aay after him. 
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at ons 


another, 

Well, my hot!” murmured Bob 
Cherry. ' “Bunter does take the cake-~ 
the whole cake! Ananias was @ fool to 
him; he could give George Washington 
fifty’in ® hundred and beat him hollow 

“'Poor old Bunter; he's for it now! 
said Harry. 

“Well, hhe asked for it, and no mi 
take.” 

There wi 


no doubt that Bunter bad 
asked Tor it, and no doubt at all thu: 
hho was gottinig whab he had asked for. A 
few minutes later loud sounds of anguish 
xeere heard proceeding from Mr. 
Quelch's study-the voice of William 
‘Tue Macxur Lrsnany.—No, 942. 
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George Buntor raised in woeful laménta- 
tonsa) ho wis of wrath were bu 

ntved upon the Ov of the Remove, an 
Efe celebrated lamentations of deb wero 
‘ mere jest compared with the Tamenta: 


tions of William George Bunter. 
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Woeful ! 


Teached for the fives bat that, lay 
handy om tho study table. The 
fiverbat was all ready for Bunter 

hen he cate in and Bunter wascoming. 

here was a well-known footstep and a 
sreliknen griat in the Remove pass 

bulside Study No. 7. 

"The door opened, ‘ 
Peter gripped the fives bat with « 


oS BO of sn Remorse 


‘Bue as the Ov) of 
in Peter unlooved ‘his grip, "Tt needed 
only ‘ono plonce at Bustars anguished 
faod to tell that ho had been gathering 
Up punishments somewhere, and that 
bie vas not ii need ef ‘any tore 

‘the Owl of the Remove. blinked” at 
Peter, with @ lacklustre oye. Ho hed 
forgotten the fives bat, 

"Fivliat om earth's the matter? asked 
Todt, sering a¢ i. 

Grsant 

“oder been licking you” 

Groan! 

"Too anuch tuck, and a pain amide 


ps TODD glanced round, and 


ships?” asked Peter. 

roan! 

Buntet limped across thio study to the 
armchair, and-sank down, ‘The noxt 


motient ‘ho leaped to with a 
howl. For reasons of his own, # 
hapless ‘Owl did not want. to 
As a rulo he never stood if he could 

just now ho was keen on standing. 
“Licked, 1 suppose?” asked Peter, 

“Ow! Wow! Yes! Wow! Ow!” 

“Well, don’t make sucha row about 
it, old chap!” 

Groant 

“Tl Tet you, off the fives. bat,” said 
Peler generously. | “‘Thore! You were 
going to get @ licking, anyhow!” So 
shut up’ 

Groant 

“Chuck it, old mani 

Groant 

Billy Bunter leaned on the table, and 
aroma as if he were getting bis form 
up for a groaning match, 


Peler eyed him, Ho ‘could soo that 

tho fat-Junior had been through it 

seyazele It was not huinbug this time, 
¥ igd_you ca 


“Geom t 
ott ge 


Poter ctomed to tho door, But he 
tugned bac. Bunter swan not fellow 
whose ways’ were likdly to make: him 
popular” or Beloved; but Potor: could 
Teel for him in this dreadful state. Hie 
fumbled in his pocket, 

“Tvo got a packet of talfee here,” he 
aid, 

Gbriously, Bunter’s sufferings were 
acute, Bor he showed no. interest in 
fie, totes. 

., Peter took out the racket, and “held 
it out to Bunter. ‘Tho Owl of the Re- 
3k his head feebly. 
to say you can't cit tof 
ked Beler: in wonder, |“ 

"Tue Magxex Litsany,—No, 942, 


move dl 


Groan! 
“Gypat Scott! “You must have it bad ! 

Well, if you don't want it, I do,” said 

Peter, and ho was about’ to slip the 


toffee’ back into” his. pocket, when 
Bunter. held out’ 9 fet hand,” “Oh, 
changed sau iiind—what? Well, hero 
“Bunter accopted the toffee, But he 
did ‘not transfor it immediately to his 


th, as ho generally, did with any: 


genta, Hhatcumo inte‘ poe 
session, . He slipped it into his pocket. 
His intorest even in food was at a low 


ebb in this state 
in the midst of 
to tho future. 

Peter Todd grinned, 
“Well, 


f suffering; but even 
js woes he had an eye 


figaning,” he 


Poter Todd left the study, and-Bunter 
was left fo groan, which he did loud 
and long. Mr. Quelch had not spared 
she rod; ho had felt that this was an 


‘ocension for severity; and he had 
handed out a dozen of tho best. No 
doubt the Remove master was quite 


right, from his own point of vigw; but 
his point of view and Bunter's ‘wero 
wide: as the poles asunder. 

Bunter leaned on tho table in deep 
tribulation, and the sounds of his woe 
echoed through Study No. 7. 

He was still groaning, quite a con- 
siderable time laters whed the door wes 
fapped und opened, and Lord Maul- 
exorer’s kind faco looked in. 

Bunter blinked dismally 
lordship. 

“hear you've been thiough 
fatty,” remarked Mauleverer, wi 
vwmpathetic lock atthe Owl of 

jemove. 


at his 


aa 
the 


Groan! 

“Feolin’ awf'ly bad?” 

“Oh! Oh, dear! Yes! Trightful!* 
“Can't tako an interést ‘in anythin’ 


just yet—what 

“Ow! No.” 

“No good askin’ you to supper ia 
ny etudy, then? Be 

“phe 

Bunter pricksd up his fat ears. Te 
dassned. vpon him that is: patne: and 
acho, had considerably, leuhedy id 
fiat he ‘was atl groaning from’ es St 
wore; Moree of hati 

“Dost feel like suppers asked the 
sympathetic Mauls. We've got, fh 


‘and. chips——" 

“Ohl 

“And a pie—? 

“ahr 

“And a cake! But if you don’t feel 
equal to it 

“I dat’”. gasped’ Bunter, in a great 


jwiny. “Tho—the fact is,’I feel a. lot 
botter now, Mauly! Tots’and lots!” 

‘Lord Mauleverer grinned, 

“If you're sure—” 

Quite.” 

“Come on, then, old fat bean!” 

And Billy Bunter rolled after his 
amiable lordship to Study, No. 12. He 
had a twinge as he eat down at Lord 
Meuleveror’s hospitable heard, and 
gasped; but the feed consoled him. His 
woeful face brightened over tho fish 
and chips, he was. smiling when he 
came to’ the pio, and over the cake he 
grinned with expansive enjoytnent, 

Bunter was bimself again! 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER, 
Stioking To It! 


R. QUELCH frowned os he 


Really, vas no occasion for 


far hk given n0 olen i 5 

ih facty Buntgr, having got over the 
Ticking et the ay betofe “haa alot 
forglien the Spent. Hi ing was 

Nehy “occupied mow by. the -efroun- 
Stance thet he had ‘not hid enough for 
Breakfast. Having hed only enough for 
fro or thee fellows, be. was troubled 
witha sinking feoling. ‘That, at 
present, was the only thing that mat: 
tered in the universe, from Bunter’s 
Point of view. 

But Ms. Queleh had sot forgotten. 

‘ator should” dare fo. Titan 
surreptitiously to his conversation wit 
the Heady and should reptat, what be 
had heard, ‘up and down the Remove 
passage, Was an. extremely serious and 
Seep offonco in Mx. Queleh’s eyes. 

janter had been caned for ity as) ho 

deserved; he had hed a dozen well laid 
on. The fatter was closed.” But Mr. 
Gtelch remembered it, and Bunter was 
Shhie black books on” account of it 
Hnce the frown with which he glanced 
at the fat junior in. tho Bormeroom, 

Bunters ‘punishment had. been. moro 
than agegtate, in. Bunter’s opinion, 
But Mr. Quelch rather regretted that 
hhhad fot tent him np 0 the Head for 
2°fogein 

However, it was too late to think of 
that; and Bunter was safe til his next 
oitfence, 

‘Any follow but Bunter would. hi 
beon ‘wary; he would havo notéd. hi 
Fe 


rm inaster’s frown, and taken warn- 
ing thereby; he would have remem. 
bored “that ho had Jately given wire 


offence, and would have Been extremely 
circumspect. ‘Not so Bunter, 

He was thinking almost entirely o} 
his “inner Bunter: and so) far tro 
observing tho. dangersignals, ho Wes 
chen, th caomeraigiale te 

Far tore important considerations 
occupied his fat: mind. 

‘Harey Wharton was called upon to 
construe, and VernonSmith followed. 
and Ogilvy followed Smithy. — Bunter 
was not giving much attention; he 
hoped that ho would not be called upon, 
but if it happened, he was prepared to 
render his usual excruciating construc, 

+h certainly would have made P. 

i* Maro tear his hair, could thai 
ancient classio gentfeman ‘havo. been 
prevent to hear it, 

While the other fellows were giving 
Virgil beans, so to speak, Bunter was 
groping in his pockets. 

He was hungry, and getting hungrier, 
He groped in lifs'pockets in. the faint 
hope. of finding some article of a 
comestible nature overlooked there. A 

however dusty, a fragment 
of liquorice, howsoever sticky, even a 
Single anisced ball, would have bec 
very. welcome, 

‘Buntor’s fat face lighted up as his 
groping fingers caine in contact with « 
toffec-packet, 

It Was the toffeo Peter Todd shad 
ven him in the stady the evening 
efore. In, the enjoyment of Lord 
Mauleverer’s munificent feed, Buntey 
had forgotten alf about that toffee, 

‘Ho smiled. 

‘That tofléo tame now like com in 
Egypt in oue of tho lean yours, dt was 
the right thing in the right placo! 

Surreptitiousty, mder his desk, 
Bunter extructed the tolfeo from the 
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packet, and. tien, stooping down ror a 
Uropped pencil, he teansterced a chunk 
of Beto ie mothe 

[fe sat up again happily, 

Me. Qu tention was fixed upon 
Redwing. who had been called uipon to 
follow Ogilvy. For the moment, at 
least, ho had no eyes for Bunter. 

‘The Owl of the Remove chewed sway 
at the toffee, in a happy and catisfed 
state, 

“That wili_ go 
40 on, Bunter.” 

Bunter jumped 

Mr. Qualel’s gilet-eye was upon him 


Redwing. You will 


Bunter thought wildly of bolting the 
chunk of ‘toffee. But it was too bulky 
to be bolted in’ a unip, without iment 
nent danger of choking” And he cou 
hot consitue Virgil with large chunk 
gf tafe in “hit mouth. “Te was 
lesperate moment. 


‘The Owl of the Remove brought 
teeth together on the chunk of toffe, 
to bit 


bolted: rapidiy. in. two. gulpsat leash 
that was Bunterte idoe Perhaps. 
wear fortunate for hon tat he was pre- 
feuted. from Gioposiag of the foes in 

igjols mantar.. Prevented ho éor 
iy wa. His teeth almost mot the 
Ag tak aye Dik AE demeratly 
But they would not come ont again, Lo 
Tis utter hoerpes he found hie feoth Cast 
in the toffee stuck as if they. were 
tlyede 

“tfcalied to sou, Bunter! sapped 
Me! Gueki, aulie ‘anurare 20, rt ot 
fhe agony. f iaind Wat oppressed. his 
iaplee bepl es 

inter was quite willing tp respon 
to tho all, and tender e construc an bad 
se aaual, Pitt he eoulane 

‘Tho effort he mado to’ dravr his testh 
fram’ the’ tates alinost ‘uprooted “the 
teeth from his gon. 

‘and they ‘wonld, not come out. 

ntact, they seemed "as likely to 

ot his gum af to. come 
Pr toffee info which they ‘were 
Hea dren 

Bunter gasped and spluttored, his fare 
roving a rel ea okey socks 
exclaimed Mr, Quelche 
Peter ‘Todd ‘reached out © iicndly 
foot to, kick Dnters as. 8 waening {0 
aitend to his Form mason 

But a kisk was no use to Bunter. He 
wanted a dentist at least to: help isn 
out of this fearful predicament. 

Mr. Quelch frowned portentonsh 
wat aloud displeased” wth Du 
feemed to him now that tho fat 
war adding 
ther mang. offences. 
ronstrue, he did not 


but sat ‘with his mouth tight shu 
goggling 


at hig, Formemaster, 
patience. 
eed me,_or will 


eres 


you 


you not?” thundered the Remove 
aster, “Aro you deaf, Bunter? 
What docs this mean? Answer mo 


Bunter, as a rile, was an 
ineessant talker. in season and out of 
season his fat voico was hoard, Often 
and often—in fact, unnumbered times— 
Remove Yellows, had implored isn to 


sintoup. Now he had abut up with « 
Vengeance ! 

“hunter ! thundered Mr. Queleh, 

& Gooogeoh !" 

pees 


*Ooooc000c00ch 1°” mumbled Bunter helplessly. Strive as he might he could 


not drag his teeth from the toffee, Shake, shake, shak 
“You greedy, disobedient, disgusting boy 17” 3 
claimed Mr. Quelch. He marched Bunter out of the class and hooked him ove 
“Now eject whatever is in your mouth ! 


Mummmmmmmmmmm !”” 


to the waste-paper basket, 


1 Mummmmmmmmm 1 


(See Chapter 5.) 


“Moooaoaoao0h !” mumbled “Bunter 
helplessly. 

The Removites stared round at 
Bunter. Nobody knew what was tho 
natter, with hitn—unless he had 
denly taken leave of his scnsce, Why & 
fellow, if na it there niaking 
a moving noise like a cow was a mystery 
to" all. the  Remov 

‘Mr. Quolch strode towards him, Ho 
caine among the forme with thinder in 
ins brow, and his ever fairly gleamed at 
Bunter, 

"Stand up, Buntor 

Hunter ato up. fle coud obey that 

“Now answer me 

sinter urge 
nid ob 

“Do sou hear me. Punter 

“Mma 

“Have you something in your 
mouth?” exclaimed the Remove master, 
beginning to comprehend what was 
wrong. 

TAfoocooodt 7 
are eating in clase, you greedy, 
ng boy" - 


‘hat was an order 


What are you eating ?* 
*Ce-gug-gug-gooh 


“How dare you ulter such ridiculous 
sounds, unter?” “roared the Form 
master, This is deliberate ingolence !” 


*Mioimmmigmain 

Air. Quelch had heen sorely tried by 
Duster, and now he was tried oain, 
and his temper was found wanting.” He 


geasped the fat junior by the collar 
Bnd shook him vigoreusly. 

“Qooooo0000ch !” mumbled Bunter 
helpleasis. 

Strive as he might, he could not drag 
his teeth fronr the toffee. And as ho 
was trying to answer Me, Quelch, he 
really coitld not help uttering what the 


Form ‘master, deseribed ous 
Sounds." Articitation was ont of tho 
NShake! Shake Shake! 
*Mawoioummment Mmmamnom 2 
“You greedy, disobedient, diegusinig 


boy” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, and he 
marched Bunter out of the class and 
hooked him over to the waste-papet 
basket. "Now eject whatever is in 
your mouth!” 

“Mnimimnimmmooooh !” 

Bunter would hare been only too glad 
to obey. “Hut ho couldn't! ‘Tho toffco 
hhad the last word in that matter. 

“For tho last time, Bunter, will you 
obey mo?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 

Bontce peined desperately toh 

unter pointed desperately toi 
mouth, He tried ta make Me. Queleh 
understand. that he could noi speak. 
‘That fact dawned on tho Korm-master 
at last, but it did not lesson his anger. 

“Ts that an adhesive substance in 
your mouth, Bunter?” 

““Mnntnminmmmn 

“Toffee, of butterscotch, I presume?” 
liogted Mr. Quelch, 

“Moooooooh. 

‘Tae Macxer Linranr. 


8 __SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER NUMBER 


OF THE “GEM"? 


“Ha, ha, ha!” came 
the Reinove, 
longer. 
‘They know thet Mr, 
dangerous mood, and 


a roar from 
‘They could hold it in no 


uelch was in a 
ey, ere, wall 
fo 


that it. was not safe to laugh. 
‘could not help it. ‘There was 
to human fortitude, and tho 
broke out quite suddenly into 
Mr. Quolch glared round at his claes. 

¥ Silence!” he roared, 
‘Tho laughter, died away, ‘The look 


on Mr. Queleh’s faco would have in- 
duced gravity in an ancient jester or a 


modern judge. The Lower Fourth were 
suddenly solemn. 
“Evory boy present, will take a 


hundred” lines !” booted. the Remove 
raster, greatly incensed. “ 

The ‘gravity of the Remove, if pos: 
sible, increased in intensity. | Tt was 
really impossible to foresee what another 
chuckle might have cost. . 

“Thera 18 no occasion for merriment 
in this disgusting, this revolting exhibi 
tion of a greedy boy!” hocted Mr. 


Jucleh, 

“The Remove did not agree with him, 
but they (ried to look as if they did. 
orm masters, especially in Mr. Quelch’ 
pregnt mood, “hal to be given the 


“Bunter ?? odes: 
‘Mr. Quelch turned to his vi 
“Oh gasped Bunter. 

Groooogh !” 


Desperate efforts had brought success 
teoth emerged at long last 
from the clinging toffee, 

His face was, crimson, 
watered. He. blinked 
apprehension at Mr. Quelch. 

He had cause for epprebonsion, 

“Ont You ean speak now, Bunter!” 

“Ow! Yes, sir? Oh dear! Oh, 
quite, sir?” stittered Bunter. 

“T shall not eane you for this disgust. 
ing exhibition, this reckless interruption 
offelasss, Buiter.” 


his eyes 


“Oh! “Thank you, si 
“PB shall send you to the Head!” 


shall_ request Di 
er a sovero flogging, 
“Wow 1” 
“Stand there while T write you a note 
to take to tho Head.” 


Tpcke to ad- 


“Oh dear!” 
Mr, Quelch scribbled a note at hi 
desk.’ ‘Tho Remove watchod him in 
breathless silence, Bunter in quaking 
terror. Mr. Quelch sealed the not 


handed it to Bunter, and glanced at the 

Form-room clock, it was not, yet, time 

for Dr. Locke to haye taken the Sixth, 
“Go to Dr. Locke's study, Bunter, at 

once! Hand this note to hi 
“Oh deat! IMT say, sir— 
“Silence!” 


Mr. Quelch grasped Bunter by the 
shonlder, and Walked him across to the 
oor of the Form-room. 

“Gol” 

“Oh crikey 1” 

Bunter went; and. the Form-room 
door closed alter him. While Mr. 
Queich’s back was turned, smiles had 
crept round the Remove. "But as soon 
ss he turned back, an almost preter- 
natural gravity reigned. Mr, Queleh 
fave his class a suspicious loo 

“Wo will now resume!” hie said, ina 

ling voice. 
‘And they resumed; and for once in 
their carccr the Greyfriars Remove wero 
en absolutely faultless Form. In. Mr. 
Gueleh’s present mood, they had to be 
civoumspect ; and they’ were very, very 
circumspect ‘indeed, 

‘fur Macsny Liniany, 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 
Buntor’s Luck! 
APL 
Buzezee!t 


door of Dr. Locke's study, and 

at the same moment, the teleplione-belt 
rang in the room—just as it Bunter’s 
tap had started the insirmnent, 
unter opened the door, 


having 
tapped. 

“Bloss my soul!” 

Bunter heard the Head utter that 
wall-known ojaculation, as he blinked 
into the study. 


But the Head was not looking at 
Bunter; he was stonding at the. tole 
fet in his. hand. 


aunter had only a view of the back of 
is gown, 

Bunter blinked at the Hond’s back. 

He had a note to deliver to Dr. Locke, 
and he more than suspected that the 
noto was to clicit a Head’s flogging. In 
the circumstances, it was really too bad 
to be kept on tenterhooks like this. 
Bunter felt rather bitterly that the 
Head, might have done his telephoning 
‘at a more convenient time. 

With a flogging impending over his 
head, Buntor was still Bunter! What 
soover the Head had to say on the tele- 
phone was no concern of his; so natur- 
ally he listenod with both his fat ears. 
‘That was Bunter's wa: 

“My dear, dear boy! Immediately !” 
the Head was saying into the trans- 
mitter. 


me ‘with the re 


in’ the direst He 


neal 


his son, ‘who must-have landed fro 
Meanier which hed brought 
irom ‘Mespot. 
shall foso not & moment ! said the 
Heat, in a yoice of happy agitation, 
md you are. well, any boy=quite 
well Tain thanktul for that! My 
Usae bos, Tshall use the greatest haste.” 

Br. Labke hung up the receiver. 

Te turned from tho telephone, and 
there was a brighter smile than Hnoter 
had over seen before, on his kind old 
face.” Evidently his son's return from 
the avid sande of Mesopotamia had do- 
lighted. the old gentleman, Dr, Locke 
took a tnin up and down tho study, not 
even noticing the fat junior in the door. 
‘vay, for the moment, 

Bunter coughed 

Tie was wondering inwardly, whether, 
in thiv happy mood, tho Head would be 
likely t0: lend ‘ear toa. plea for mere 
Certainty, Dr. Trocke did not look a if 
he would have cared to flog anyone that 

‘Bunter hed slipped Mr. Quelch’s noto 
into his pocket. "He decided to try the 
tifect of” his, oloquence ‘on tho. head 
inaen) otore ho banded over ‘nt 
enistie 

Dr, Locke slanted little as Bunter 
eougivd, aud Jooked roxnd at him. 

fiat "What? Banter! What are 
yon doing here, Dinter?” 

Mis. Quelel sent se, si-— 
Banter, 

“The Head interrupted hin. 

“But it is fortunate, as it: happens.” 
bo anid, without heeding ‘Bunter, 1 
perhaps even hearing him. ST have not 
i hotnent to spare. You will tase e 
therengn to Me. Quelch.” 

TP fou please, sie” 


began 


Dr. Locke mado him a sign to bo 
silent. Ho turned to the telephone 
again, and rang up tho garage. 

"Tie car immediately for: Southenop- 
ton. Lose no time. No! will walk 
down to the garage. [have not & 
moment to lose. Vers good!” 

‘The receiver jammed on the loo} 


bo Head tuned fo. Banton. That 
youth was feeling very impaticut. A 
this was all very well; but. what about 

flogging? Ho did not want 
anything like that hanging over his 
head, like the sword of Damocles, all 
the time that the Head was gone to 
Southampton. Besides, this. was the 
mnost favourable moment imaginable for 
testing the effect of his eloquence on the 
Head, Surely the old scout. wouldn't 
flog # chap, when he was just starting 
to meet his only son, home from foreign 
parts. And he couldn't be tnfeeling 

‘ough to Teave a chap imder sentence 
gil day while ho was gone! If only 

junter could get a hearing— 

But he couldn't! 

‘The Head'did not soem to think that 
Bunter mattered at all, He was too pre- 
gecupied to think or care why Bunter 
had come to the study. He was, in fact, 
absolutely regardless of Bunter, except 
from the point of view of his usefniness 
as a messonger—the Hoad requiring ® 
Imessonger at that moment of pressing 
haste, 

“If you please, sirp——” 

Dr. Locke waved away Bunter's in- 
fended “remarks, with ware of the 

Ho had no time to listen to Bunter. 
He was totally ignorant and regardless 
of the importance of hen 


fo mect 
Mr. Perey, at Southampton. ' Ho will 
understand,” 

“Yes; but— Yes, sir. But—” 


im to take the Sixth Form. 


ry 
“That is all, Bunter.” 
Bat, sire——? 

But tho Herd was gone. 

Billy Bunter blinked after him, a6 he 
hurried down the corridor, with @ haste 
very unusual in the grave and dignified 
old: gentleman, 

“Woll, my hat!” murmured ‘Bunter, 
in utter’ disgust, 

«Really, it was too thick!” 

‘the Head seemed to think that his 
‘trivial family matters transcended 

‘importance tho weighty. allairs of 

liam George Bunter, of the Remove. 

Te was anothor sainple of the solfisl- 

ness to which Bunter was accustomed ! 

Tt was Bonter's duty to repair imme- 
diately lo the Remove Form room and 
deliver the Head's message to Mr. 
Quelch. —_ 


Txt Bunt 

He had himself to think of, though 
the lead, apparently, did net consider 
him of nig’ consequetiee. 

‘Naking the Mead's message to My 
Queich Was all. yery well, but what was 
10 happen Gren? ‘The flogging, doubt 
Irs, woukd be off, ‘The probability wi 
thet Mr, Quelch’ would take Bunter’s 
ishivent into his own hands, after 
i Bunter considered 
2” fe would have. 
i from Mr. Quelch instead of the 

“I Head's Nloring. 
Pit Bunter did not want a oq 
any anore then he wanted a floguing. 
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‘Tho matter, therefore, required think- Quiclch to romit tho puvishmont, oither 


ing about, oven if the’ Head's trivial 
atlaits had to be a little neglected, 

Bunter rolled into the Head's study to 
tink i 

‘There was no hurry. 

‘Pho Head was in a burry, but Bunter 

ie. Queleh, supposing that he 
ing a flogging, would not expect 
in the Remove room yet. 
Bunter had time to think the mattor 
out. ‘Tho Hoad was gone. He was 
already in his own house, dressing hur- 
Fiedly for the motor-cat journey, 0 
doubt. Certainly, bo hed not expected 
Bunter to remain in his study, but it 
war quite sofo for Bunter to’ rem 
there. He closed the door, so that no 
chance passer should see him, 
reflected. 

Suppose he returned to, the Remove 
room, leaving Mz. Quelch to syopare 
that he had had his flogging! Bunter 
dalled with the ides, but he was foroed 

it up. Quelehy was a suspivious 
beast, and as sharp as a razor—and he 
stig sk the Head Tate, tap! 
npposing he had given Mer. Quolch’s 
note to the, Head—who. had shoved it 
hte his pocket unread in the hurry of 
the moment! ‘That might really hayo 
happened, and Bontor felt that it was 
igre. plausible. 

‘The fat junior extracted Mr. Quelch's 
note from his pocket and dropped. it 
into the Head's grate. 

Tt was consumed in a nioment. 

‘That, at least, was done with. 

Bunter figured it out in his mind, Tn 
considering, this important matte: he 
‘quite forgot that he had an urgent mes- 
sage to deliver to Mr. Queleh, 

‘Tho Sixth Form would be going to 
their room in a few minutes, and would 
not find the Head there; neither would 
ho come! ‘The high and mighty Sixth 
Would be left at a loose end. 

Still, thet did not matter. Buntor did 
nob give that the fag-end of a thought. 

‘Tho great question was, how was 
Bunter, having escaped @ licking from 
the Head, to escape a licking from Mr. 
Quetch in turn? 

Faintly, from a distancs, Buntor hoard 


of the road, with 
Fines,” spocding awa} 
liis faco towards tho distant soaport, and 
his thoughts already there! Bun 
done with the Head for the da 

Tf only ho could have been done with 
Mr. Quslch also! Mr. Quelch, unfortun- 
ately, remained to be dealt with. 


‘The problem was a dificult one. Tt 
beat anything in Euclid. rom what- 
ever aspect Bunter considered ~it the 


cartainty seemed that, since his punish: 
|d not been administered by the 
Head, it would be administored by Mr. 


The 


naturally in no hurry to tetur 
of 


Head's message. to” My. Queleh, 
course, could wait. 

But ‘the minutes’ were passin 

‘The Sixth had gone to their Form- 
room, and Mr. Quelch would soon be 
wondering why Bunter did not return. 

Bunter was not much accustomed ‘to 
thinking. “But his fat wits were hard at 
work now. If Mr. Quelch could be mado 
to believe that Bunter had had his lick- 
ing, or if.a fictitious message could bo 
invented from tho Head, causing Mr. 


Would do, But— 

Deep, in. that problem, Bunter heard 
‘a sound of footsteps in the corridor out- 
side,” approaching the study door. 

Tle started. 

Back into his fat mind caro the recol- 
lection of the Hoad’s reference to tho 
Sixth Form, which Mr. Quelch was to 
“ako ” in Dr. Locke's absenes. 

‘Phere was no one to “take” the 
Sixth, and they had obviously been 
waiting, and now some beast was coming 
along about it: Bunter evon thought ho 
Tooognised  Wingate’s footsteps. 
course, with nobody in charge of the 
Sixth Form room, tho head - profect 
would naturally come to the Head for 
instructions. 

Bunter quaked, 

What would Wingate think, finding 
Bunter in tho Head's study—a room in 
which no junior had a right to be? 
What would ho think—and what would 
ho do, which was moro serious. At the 
ory femal ho would march Huntor back 
fo his Form-room and hand him over 
to Me, Quelch’s tender morcies—with 
hig problem still unsolved. 

Bunter hardly stopped to think, 

He crossed rapidly to thé! door, and, 


sileatly, softly, turned the key in tho 
Tock. 

Ho was only in time. 

Top! 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER, 
His Master’s Voice! 
Bs BUNTER, breathed hard. 


Wingate, or some other Sixth 
Form best, was tapping at the 

door of the Head's. study—most 
likely Wingate. 

Bunter mado no sound. 

I Wingate supposed that, the Head 
was uot there, and did not Took in, all 
‘vas well, Buntor would have gained 
a rospit, at least, and would still havo 
tine to solve bis problem, 

tap! 

‘Tho newcomer mocked again. 

Thon the handle turned. 

“By Jove!” 

Bunter heard Georgo Wingate’s voico 
mornuir that ejaculation. Doubtless the 
captain of Greyfriars was surprised to 
find tho Head's door locked, and to 

‘no answer to his knock, 
Buntor stood silent, his fat knees 
knocking together, wondering what the 
profect would do. 
nock ! 

Je was a louder kook then: befor 
Bunter's eyes, gleamed through his big 
spectacles. Why couldn't the beast, go? 
He must know that. the Head didn't 
want (o bo disturbed if he had locked 
the 


But Wingate did not go. 
prized, end pothapsstatlod. 


‘Knock 
called owt Win- 


“Are you there, 
ate of the Sixth, “Tho door seems to 


2 locked, sir 


PT 


A REAL THRILLER! 
“ BAT BARSTOW’S 
SPORTING TOUR!” 


in 


This Week’s “CEM.” 


nomen 


Bunter breathed hard. 

“Dr. Locke!” called out, Wingate, 
and thore was. nole of uneasiness in his 
Yoigg now. "Dr, Tocke! “Are you ill, 
sir 


“Oh, deat!” breathed Bunter. 

Tho silly ass actually supposed that 
the Head was ill, because he did nob 
answer! Knowing nothing of _ Dr. 
Locke's sudden departure from Groy- 
friara, and finding the Head's door 
locked, Wingate could really hardly 
suppoio, anything else, But it was 
extromely irritating to Bunter, It 
meant that the boast, wouldn't go! 

“Dr, Locke!” Wingate called out 
again, 

‘And. thon, like # flash, camo Bunter’s 
brpin-ware.” ‘Ther was'a way of satis- 
F 


ying Wingato—quite. an’ casy way, 

jough Bunter bad not thonght of it 
before. ‘Tho épisode of the previous day 
in Study No. 7—it was only necessary to 
repeal i “Tho vontriloquil voieg that 
had deosived Poter ‘Todd and Harry 
Wharton & Co.-was good enough for 
‘Wingate of the Sixth. 

Bunter gave a littl fat cough is 
usual preliminary to yentriloquial,stunts, 

“Bes my soul! 

“Oh, you aro thero, sir!” oxclaiined 
Wingate’ as he heard’ that wellknown 
jaculation in the study through the oak 


oor, 
“Yes, certainly. 
gate?” 
le pra the Tends vofeo to tho Tost 
“Yes, sir. I knocked, and you did not 
answer” and T thought perhaps you might 
bell, sir.” 
“Bless my soul! Not at all, Wingate. 
I have—hem locked my door so that I 
shall not bo disturbed. I have a very 
Important matter of business to deal 
with? 


Ts that you, Win- 


” said Wingate, in wondor, 
shall mot be. at liberty this 
morning, Wingate, I dosiro Mr. Quelch 
to take the Sixth. Will you tell him so, 


“Yes, sir, 
“Kindly inform Mr. Quelch, also, thiat 
Ihave given Buntet leave from class this 
morning,” wont on Banter, slinost sur- 
priced at his own facility of 
and still in the Head's voice. 
adiministoring—homl—s severe punish: 
mont, T considered it judicious to exeuso 
hhim from class. You Will tell Mr. Quelch 


‘Very good, sir!” 

And Wingate, greatly, to Bunter's 
relief, walked away down the passage. 

‘Bunter grinned, 

Tho captain. of Greyfriars, obviously, 
had not tho slightest. suspicion, though 
doubtless ho was a little perplexed, 

‘Bunter was safo! 

Safo from tho Head—safo from Mr. 
Quelch—safo from classes! Ho had a 
morning off, instead of a fogging or a 
caning! Really, it had boon well worth 
‘while to cultivate his weird gift of ven- 
triloquism, 

‘Ho sat down in the Head's comfortable 
armebair, and put his feet on the Head's 
mantelpices. 

‘Ho was in no hurry to leave the study. 

Te'was judicious to wait till Mr. Quelch 
sas settled in the Sixth Form-room with 
the soniors, and all. the school at. work. 
‘Thon he, would be able to slip out of the 
study without the slightest danger of 
detection. 
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‘True, he bad not yot delivered the 
Head's’ mossago to Mr. Queleb. He had, 
in fact, forgotten that, in tho stress. of 
circumstances, But ‘that, could come 
Ister.. For the moment, obviously, Mr. 

Ich could not be allowed to know that 
Head was gone, since he was to 
beliove that the Head had just been 
giving Wingato directions. 

Bunter sat in the Head's armehair, and 
groped in his pocket. Ho still had a 
chunk or two of Peter Todd's toffee left, 
end he proceeded to dispose of it with 
Satisfaction, 

‘ootsteps again! 
Bunter started . 
If that beast Wingate wes coming 

buck, or Mr. Quelch—— “Fortunately, 
the door was locked. Bunter listenc 
with painful intentness. ‘Then he recog- 
nised the heavy, ponderous-tread of Mr. 
Prout, the master of the Fifth. Portl 
‘Mr. Brout had a tread that, was unmi 


th 1p did tho Fifth Form 
master want? He ought to have been in 
his Form-room with his Form, but hore 


answored Mr. 


“It is L, Dr. Locke, 
id ho turned the 


Prout’s portly voice, 
handle of the door. 

""Dhe door is locked, Mr. Prout. 1 
smust not he disturbed’ this morning. T 
gn. engaged upon-—hem some pressing 

nsiness, 

Oh, quite so, sir!” said Mr. Prout. 
“I am sorry to disturb yon, sir, in that 
case, but as you instructed’ mo’ to’ come 
a fenthiety 


“Perhaps you could spare one moment, 
sir, torhand me the Latin paper for which 
T''have called, “and, for whieh you 
instructed me to call,” said Mr, Prout, 

ith a faint note of sarcasm in his voice, 

Bunter breathed quickly. 
iotallunlucky things it scowed that the 

fead had been preparing a Latin paper 
for the Fifth, and told Mr. Prout to ask 
him for it that moming! Really, it was 

jot an unusual incident, but it was very 
unfortunate in the cireamstances—the 
couliar cireumstances. Bunter was ab a 


loss for a moment, and did not know what 
torenly, and Mr. Prout went on: 
“T have been to the Sixth Form-room, 


sis, and was told that vou were in your 
rleidg, sir, so T came here. Iam lot 
to di ‘bub your own i 


"Yes, yos: quite so, Mr. Prout,” said 
Banter, in tho Head's voice—“quite 
Diy the fact je—tho—the fact i" 

Mr. Prout ovidently wanted to know 
what the fact was 

“The-the fact, is—” Bunter ‘end. 
gelled hia fat brains. “'The—the fact of 
the matter is—is this, Mr. Prout—T have 
Bone to Southampton to meet—” 

“What?” 

“IT mean, T am going to South. 
ampton to meet _my—my son, who is 

ning from India" 
From India, sit?” 
from Mespot—that is, to say, 

‘Mesopotamia. I havo hada telephone 
messago from my—ny son, Mr. Prout, to 
say that ho has landed at Northampton 


“At Northampton?” 

“T mean Southampton, In the cir- 
cumstances, Mr. Prout, 1 quite forgot 
the Latin ‘paper, and I have ‘not—not 
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T shall have no time to 


prepared it, 
fattond to the matter to-do 
“Very good, sit. : 
“Lam now expecting a trunk call from 
Southampton, so T must not be disturbed, 
Kindly go back to your Form-room at 
oneo, ME Prout, and remain there?” 
aad 
“Remeinthre!” | , 
ere Was a sort of gurgling seanc ou 
side the Head's door. ‘Dr. Locke Wes 


extremely popalar with his staff for hie 
Mrbanity” ‘ot mannes, "his old-world 
courtesy, was unfailing. So this kind of 


falle froin him was very surprising and 
Usconcerting, and Mr Drow was very 
much surprised and very imuch offended: 

"Dre Locke ™ 

“Yes, yes 
Pitot, Ril exeote me, sh aad Me 

rout, his porly. voi teenbling, With 
feventinent. "Vou will excuse me, Dr. 
Locke, if i take exception, sin, to this 
mode” of address, to which, sity Iam 
tineccustomed-—quite unacctistonied, " T 
tuime to see you, sir, on yonr on inséruo- 
tlons—your instructions, sit, given to me 
personally. Zwill return fo. my Ferm: 
Foom, aif; immediately, and I shall ce 
tainly séibain there, sic—iuost certaink 
but, although you are my chief, sir, and 
T respect you highly, nt, 1 am bound 
to tay that T tako exception to. sich 
mode of address, sirI'am bound to say 
that, Dr. Locke!” 

"And Mr. Prout, extremely offended, 
marched aay. down the corridor ‘with 
His heavy tread. 

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bunter. 

He liad escaped again, af all events: 
and.the offence taken by Mz. Prowt dil 
ot matter much-—to Bunter, ‘He sat 
Gwin tho Head's armcheie to Bish 
ihe toffee. 

"Ente todtee finished, Bunter decided 
that it was time to get out of his present 
‘Quarters, belore somo other troublesome 
person came slong. 

He unlocked the door quietly, opened 
it'a few inches, and blinked into. the 
cortider. 

‘hike Moses of old, he looked thin way 
an that way, Attet what had occurred, 
fe was oxttomely important, that the 
Gropfriars yentrifoquist showld not be 
Seon lenving the Head's stidy. 

‘Tho. neat moment” Buntor’s head 
popped back into the stud, ike that of 
2 tettoisa into its shell 

A few yards along tho corridor was a 
window, “At that window stood ‘Trotter, 
The Blouse page, polishing the glass 

‘Hunter's heart thumped. 

He cloced tie door again softly, and ae 
softly turned tho hey dn the lock. 

“Oh, my hat” murmured Bunter. 

He liad not been seen, but the escape 
had been ‘narrow. Evidently hho eoud 
not leave the Head's siidy set. 

Oh dear!” 


tion to which there was, as yet, no 
answer. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER, 


‘Mysterious ! 
“ ALLO, hallo, hallo !” murmured 
Bob Cherry. 
“Not Bunter!” whispered 
Nugent. 


The door of the Remove Formn-room 
hed opened, and all eyes in the Remove 
turned upon it, in the expectation of 
seeing Billy Bunter. 


All the Remove knew what Mr. 
Quelet’s ole to. the Head meant, — It 
tieant that the ‘Tead was requested to 
dive Bunter a fogging. 

So tho Removo fellows expected to see 
Banter etary fo the. Formoom tn 
crumpled condition, squirming. 

But it was not "Bunter-~ie was Wi 
gato of the Sixth who entored the 
Ramovezvan, 

Bre 


|, Mr, Quelch glanced at him in suxptised 
inquiry. 
‘The, Head sont me, sir,” said Win: 


gate, ““T ain to fell you that ho is very 
Bay, this morning, and desires you, to 
take'the Sixth Form in hit plac, ain” 

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch. 

“Tam to, take the Remove in sour 
abgeneo, sin 

“Very good, Wingato!” 

“Tho Hor 1 desired mo to tell you that 
ho has punished Bunter, air, and. hts 
exoused him from classes this morning 
{nconsequenco of his. punishment.” 

Mr. Guolch ais: his, eyebrows a 
little: 

hideed ! 
class?” 

“the Hload said T was to tell you 00, 


Bunter i excused from 


‘Very good!” said Mr. 
pressing Ins lips a lite, 

Mr. Quelch saw no reason whatever 
why’ Bunter should be excused » from 
clastes, simply because he had been 

eged. But this was not the first occa- 
sion that’ Dr. Locko had taken a more 
onient ‘view than tho somewhat eevero 
Remove master. It was slightly irritat- 
ing, but it wes not w matter of surprise, 

Mr. Quelch glanced over Kis class. 

“I shall leave you in Wingate’s charge 
this morning,” he said. “Wharton, you 
will acquaint Wingate with the order of 
work for the lessons, T' shall expect 
order to be kept in this Form-roon 
during ny absence,” 

‘And Mr. Queich feft the Remoxe-room, 
and’ went sway’ fo take the Sixth, 
nothing doubting. 

The Remove brightened up 
siderably, 

‘Me. Quolch's tomper had boon very 
tart thet morning, and the juniors wero 
by no meane displeased to ebange him 
for Wingate. 

Pirst lesson was over, and second 
lesson went off quite amicably with the 

iptain of Groyfriars in control. 

‘Then, came morning break, and the 
Removites were dismissed for'a quarter 
‘of an hour, and. they. streamed out 
cheorily into the sunny quadrangle, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where 8 
Bunter!” inquired Bob Cherry. 

‘Tho juniors hed expected to find 
Bunter in the quad, but he was not to be 
seen. 


Queleh, con 


uicky bargee, to get off classes for 
the morning,” said Skinner, “Almost 
worth 4 flogging.” 

“Not quite, I think," said Bob, laugh- 
ing, “I'd ‘rather have Quelehy and 
Latin irrogular verbs than a. Head's 

it off 


flogging. I wonder where he is?” 

Gone up to the study to slee 
perhaps,” suggested Johnny Bull, 

“Poot old. Bunter!” 

“The sufferfulness of the esteemed 
Bunter is probably terrific,” remarked 
Hutree Jamset Ram Singh, “Let ws 
seckfully look for him, and administer 
the harmless and necessary sympathy. 

“Good!” said, Bob. *1'xo gota 
packet of choes.‘They'l help to comfort 
‘Ha, he, ha!” 

Harty Wharion & Co. proceeded to 
the Remove passage to look for, Bunter, 
with sympathetic intentions, No doubt 
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Mr. Prout turned the handle of the door. “Tho door is looked, Mr. Prout !” The Greyfriars ventriloquist answered up 
af onee, imitating the well-known voice of Dr. Locke. “I must not be disturbed this morning. I am engaged upon— 
‘hem—some pressing business !’" There was a gurgling grunt outside the Head's door. (See Chapter 7.) 


Hunter had asked for trouble that morn- “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Seon # porpoise floggings, Master Wharton, 


uso why, 
ing stilly a fellow. who was up against rolling by this morning, Gossy !” asked 


he ain't. fogged snybody ! 


Yyoublo sutisted, tho sympathy of the Bob Cherry. “Well, my hat!” said Harry, 

hhoroos of the Reinove. " “Has Bunter gone out, Gosling? ‘Tho juniors walked away from 
Bunter was not to be found in Study Gosling shook hi Gosling’s Todgo, quite mystified. In an 

No, 7, “Agin swored, “and official Head’s fogging, Gosling had a 


in the other wot Kuays is this 'ere, you young gentle: part to play; and certainly he should 
dies. “Knowing Bunter’ little Wass tron ain going ont; neither” © have koawn whether it hed taken place 
ray would nof have been surprised lo “Garry Winegon leughed. or not 
Se Tet adie tome talons sade Egte, Uunrian [eakiot oo, wena MT anal Th Haiat 
Gipboaea footing for Bunter, He's got leavo from class, “gitcedged Sos 
ab the whole Removo passage was clase this momning, and he teoiss to havo Chetry with'n. grins 
avgyn blank. Bunter was not there, "Vanished, “Phe Head. let him off class mado him bond over, 
‘Oh where and oh where can ho bo?” Aior giving him @ floseing.” Rippers, When ite) an oft cere: 


sang Bob Cherts, sling eyed “the capiain of tho mony Gosyy hes to hoi day 
Bent havo: gone up to the dorm for yaceyce “Fol the emp BEL PON Bes tot Boles gies 


tim,” 
cence le “think he mon he answ’ ed. ST aes HuRAHET 
Tikes sleeping " I suppose that’s it,” said Tar 


ora “Quolchy was avvfully zatly with 
erate ioe Bunter; but I daro say tho Head didn’t 
‘They looked. But the Remove dormi- unter ; but I'dare aay tho Head didn’ 
tory was drawn blank. Billy’ Bunter ite see Jt. | He ian"t quite such 
was not there. 


“You can't pull my leg, Master Whe 
T done know by you're spinning 
tgie yten, sin but woe Tsay is thin 
Tho junfors came downstaiys ag Seen Spall iy Bat” That's é0.” 
and Tooked in the Rag. ‘Tho Rog sit Tn Bot pulling your log, old "Bub whoro is Bunter?” asked Peter 
vacant. . bean,” ho answered. | “Bunter was up Todd, “If he's only had a snild lick. 
Tt was rather a puzzle where Bunter for a flogging in first lesson, and the ine. he must have got over it before 
cauld be. Ho did not seem to bo in: Ffead let him off class afterwards.” tis. Whore is he? Wo'va looked 
fina, and he could mot ho seon out of TERS te4 im OF clas afters orgie 
ae ef f gates,” anid {Think 1 wouldn't know if Seine ROE sas cnitng heeals 
Can't be Bong, oud OF gates Saul boon flogged? When it's noo the end of moving: bral 
See il alee Thiel ‘lemons Lsage, Bink gine always calle fy Tack to. thorHfonse, ‘much puzzled, In 
HWoddy, where's your prize pigt” “eM Well, weren't yout? - the quad they passed Coker and Potter 
aids, ehore's sou prize DIET" | No, Lt wean! said Goeling. ““Apd aha ‘reone of the bitthe |The hees 
Vise in the quad, He was looking 1 know the 's been too busy to flog soniors were chatting and chuckling. 


gated. nybody this morning, too, acing Huet sProuty was quite wild!” Potter wax 

MNEL%e hoon looking for him, and 1 he's gone, off to Southampton in his car Zant quite widerstannd ‘its 

can't fd ine anywhere." quito early Head must hava said something 
Same here !* grinned Boh Tho, Lead's gone fo Southampton, to get his ag out. Did you spot hi 
WOF course, he doesn't matter,” said has bo?"” asked Hoh, “Docs that mean face when he ceme back to the Porn 


“hint as the fat dufler coms to that Mx, Perey Locke has landed, alter roam in recond lesson ?” 
da fogging. T thought Tul took all?” Coker and Greene chortled, 

Ir the Heats given him leave, Te dot said Gosling, “The "Rad | “Didn't wet” anid, Coker, “2 dara 
have given him leave ont of was off mighty quick; I'<pose ho 'ad it sty the Head sat on him. My opinion 
hou.” ea dente word ashe went: i Ghat Prouty needs sitting “on nb 


ing voit gind Tahould beet 
S Rtemovites. elke io, to thn Mrz Leng was aafe Soma ‘citar, hear? grinned Greene 
sehool-pories's lodge, “I'he ancient and Gosting’s erusty “face was “And “he didnt give us the Hond's 
Huanted, Willi. Gosling wis suuning quite geuial for a momen, “So, dowt Tatin paper, either.” remarked Potter, 
himevlf in bi- doorway. 7 you spin ime any yarn it Rad's: ‘Tug Magxer Dinrany.—No. 942, 
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OUR MOTTO: GLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE! 


“And ho as, fant toners, 
fr what the Head stid to hin. 
“larry Wharton. & Co. paused and 
locked at one. another,” hen the 
tralked on, lenving the three seniors stil 


Gisoussing—with = hilarity--what the 
Heed could possibly have ssid to Mr. 
Prout in second leston. 

“1 sts, that jolly quser!” said 
Wharton.’ "You heard “what those 


chaps were saying—the Head scoms to 
have ragged old Prout’ in second 
Tesson.”” 


“It’s jolly odd!” 
“The oddfulness is terrific!” 
According to Gosling, the Head bad 

departed in his ear quite early; and it 

eas at the close of first. lesson that 

Wingate had come in to tell Mr, Queleh 

fo take the Sixth in the Head's place, 

‘That should havo marked the time of 

the Head's departure. 

sn Yat alton hat—some timo after that, 

in’ second lesson—Mr. Prout. appeeres 

to havo. bad an interview with. the 

Head, according to what the Fifth: 

Formers were saying. And Wingate 

had brought the “Gnformation "that 
junter liad beon flogged ; and, accord- 

ing to Gosting, there hed been no 
flogging. “And Bunter had mysteriously 
disappeared! Really, it was ver 

Very puzzling and mystifying, and the 

heroes of the Remove did hot know 

what to make of it. 

‘Pho bell for classes called them 
third lesson; and they found that W 
gato of the Sixth was taking them 
‘Again, in place of their Formmaster. 
‘Appatently, Mr. Quelch was to 
io the Sixth that day—for which relief 
his Form were duly thankful. Yet how 
add it was that the message had been 
that the Head was busy, and not that 
hhe had left, the school for the day! 

Tn third lesson the juniors forgot the 
© matter—Wingale kept tei up to Uieir 

work, But if they had thonght about 

it, with wet towels round thelr hoads, 
they would not have been likely to 
guess the astoundi and. still 

{ass likely to guess What wad to follow 

during that remarkable day at Grey- 


_— 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

Unprecedented ! 

R. Quelch walked down the cor- 
soar) le tpn Rated 
ie 

The Remove master was not in the 
Lest of tompers. 

Tie warrstinoyed, and, tke tha 
snitint prophets fee that tie ahd 
ere eee, 

‘The Head only the day before had 
been duess and courtesy itself 
soa 


That 


polished polite: 
always Yfo hia ‘subor- 
fo had Iot Bunter off lessons 


ch the mere fact that Mr. 
had sent Bunter to the Head 
trated that the junior was most 
seriously an_ offender.” Ha had. sent 
Guite @ cavalier mesage to Mr. Qneleh 
“merely saying that he wee busy and 
‘fue Maoxer Lannany.—No. 942. 


I that Mr, Queleh was to take the Sixth 


while Wingate took the Remove, 

Really, the Head, however 
might fave found time to tell 
Queleh this. personally. 

‘The Head’s word was law, of cow 
but that only made it all the morc 

ive for a gentleman, in a positio 
jestioned authority, to be meti 
considerate of the feclings of 
subordinates who were hound to obey— 
to tomper the wind to the shorn lamb, 
as it wero. 

Seldom or never had the Head failed 
in this way. Now he seemed to have 
failed, and Mr. Quelch was annoyed. 

Really, a gentleman, though only a 
subordinate, could not’ bo treated with 
friendly courtesy one day and off-hand 
casuainess the next. That was not the 
‘way to treat a Form master, a Master 
of Arts, an elderly scholastic’ gentleman 
of dignilied character and rather touchy 
tempor. It was not the way at all. 

Moreover, it had not been stated how 
long Mr. Quelch was to take the Sixth 
‘and how long Wingate was to take the 
Remove, Such matters, too, could not 
be settled off-hand by a careless verbal 
message. If a profect was to take his 
Horm for a wholo day, Mr. Queich had 
to arrange matters accordingly. He 
was left quite in the dark as to what 
the Hend really wanted, after third 
Jesgon. Tt was quite unprecedented. 

For which reasons, Mr. Quelch’s brow 
was knitted, and his step had an w 
usual, decided firmness, as he _ap- 
proached tho Head’s study in morning 
wreak. He wanted to know. 

‘Knock! 

Tt was a very decided knock at the 
Head's door. As the Head's message 
had been that hie was busy, Mr, Quelch 
supposed that he was busy in his study. 
‘Mrs, Locke was away, 60 it could hardly 
havo been any household matter that 
had so saddenly claimed the Head's 


special attention, Neither did Mr. 
Queleh suppose that it was any nows 
‘of young Mr. Locke, for in that caso 
the Head suroly would hayo told him, 


after their very friendly discussion on 
the subject the day before. 

Knock! 
gat, Qucleh tuned the handle of the 

“Upon my word!” he murmured. 

‘The door was locked on the. inside. 
‘That was proof that, the Head was 
thereat all events, it was naturally 
taken as such proof. 

Had “the door opened, Mr. Quelch 
would have, beheld a fat and terrified 
Junior shaking in his. shoes. 

Fortunately, it could nob open. Billy 
Bunter ywas safe from observation, oven 
if Mr. Quelch looked through the ke 
hole—which he was not likely to di 
Bunter, judging others, even Forn 
masters, by himself, kept out of the line 
of vision from the keyhol 

Tie knew that it was Mr. Queleh who 
had knocked—he knew that determined 
tread, Ho knew that it was. Mr. 
Qnelch, and that Mr. Qneleh was in an 
annoyed temper, Aud Bunter quaked. 

Tut ventriloquial tricks were second 
nate (o Bunter now; his facility in 
that entious line never failed him. Té 

in the Head's voiee, to the final 


shade of a tone, that he spoke, as ho 
answered tho knock. 

"Bless 1 Tells: T should not 
be distal this, vehen 1 ha 


Wf that I” show 


given strict q 
Bless 


not. be 


you, Mr, Quelch? 
in.” ancwornd Mf. Quelch, 
in lis ‘ciest tone. "Chilly. dignity now 


enwrapped Me. 
Sy have. no desire, sino 
disturb you 

“Wry good. Mr. Quelch! ‘The fact 
fs Tam exceedingly busy.” 

* a simply desire to know your wi 
si,” said Mrs Quelch fi 
fam to continne to, take the Sixth— 

Oh, certainly 

“Rot the remainder of the dey—" 

“Precisely.” 

“ncthat case, T shall. instruct. Win: 
gate, Tipresume, to remain in charge of 
thy Boitn Tor the remainder of the day 

"Just so, Mir. Queleh.” 

“Very good, sir! ‘Tiat is all 

Mr. Queloh's voice trembled a littl, in 
spite of his iey selfcoutrol. Tt was the 
very fst time in his Tong experience 
that he had over been kept on the door- 
met in this style. 

He had never expected to talk with 
Dr. Locke through # door—the Head not 
oven ‘troubling to unlock ‘the door to 
Suewer him, it was treatiog him ike 
IikensMe. ‘Guelel’ scarcely knew what 
Bul ho kuew that he did hot like j 
Know that very clearly, 

Tunter's Fat heart was thumping. 

Ho know that Mr, Queleh was dee! 
inna ag ia made al 
more iniportant that Sir. Queleh shou 

seover him in the Head’s study 

no time to think of remote c 

fequonces—even “if Billy Bunter. had 

Hey sccaiomed to foking far abou 

io immediate dan ipressing— 
‘Mr, Quoleh had to be barred off 

“ne word more, sit—" 

__ Really, Mr, Queleh, you are disturb 
ing me seviowly.” oe 

“Tam, sorry, sir!” gasped Mr 
Quelehs "Bau 1am bound to ask you 
concerning Bunter. "Is he excused from 
third lesson as well ab earlier classes?” 

* Certainly 

“Oh! said Mr. Queleh 

“Iu fact, I have decided to excuse 
Buntor rain claves for the whole day, 


Queleh as a 


ishes, 
ies 


“The boy appears to me to be som 
what delicate, Mr. Quoleh. Consider 
Ersrsthing, T have given him 

"Tt ig for you to decide, of 
sir,” said Mr. Queleh, almost choking. 
"Aa Bunter's Formmaster, 1 feel com: 
pelied to say that I do, net share your 
Hew, But, of course, it is for you to 


day's 


“Je thal al, sir?” gasped the Remove 
master, pale with anger. 

“Tot mo see! Yer! I have been 
somowhat disturbed by someone clea 
ing windows in the corridor, Mr. Quelel, 
Please give instructions that no one is to 
‘enter this corridor again unless J ring— 
sither the boys or the servants 

‘Regarding tho servants, sir, doubt: 
Jess you will sing for Mes. Kebble and 


Very well, Dr. Locke.” 
‘That. is all,” said the voice from tho 
study, “You may go.” 

‘Mr. Quelch trembled with wi 
was told that he might. gomas if he wera 
a fag of the Second Form—or ‘Th 
the page! Ile could. not trust i 
tospeak, fe went. 

(Continued on page 17.) 
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T have managed to secure the services of some of the finest 
football experts in the country as contributors to our new 

plement. MAGNET readers rho follow it reqularly can 
be sure of getting the very latest and most exclusive news, 


Killed Loy Covtiticisom! 


A STRAIGHT TALK TO THE 
BARRACKING SPECTATOR. 


ERE’S for a straiglit talk for a few minutes to the man 
who watches foothall—to those spectators who are not 
always 4 fair ag they might bo. I can quite understand 
tho attitude of the ultra-partisan follower of this or that 

club, Indeed, I like to see. the fellow who is desperately. annious 

for the ‘welfare of his favourite side, for thie is the fellow who 
will travel a hundred miles or moro to give his favourites a cheer 

Qu,an wway ground—a cheer which puts heart and courage: into 

All the same, there are spectators who do need talking to’ In 

a fatherly sort of way, for It is undoubtedly fact. thit plenty of 

Players have been killed, in @ football sensey by criticism, Hirst. of 

fll, there is the fellow in the erowd who. goes to the match with 

‘ong eye closed—who only sees. the side in which he is specially 

Interested; who will howl at the mildest cf-Touls committed by & 

member of the visiting team, and almost literally encourage the 

player of his own side to dirty play. 


On these lines I reeall one most promising player of my acquaint- 
ance. Ina certain mateh he was not too well treated by the 
‘nposition, ‘and. when he retaliated she was given cheery and 
told, in 90) anany ‘words, to. go ahead with the business of gettin 
his own ‘back. "ite foolishly copied, tle advice, and was. cent ol 
the fleld, received a month's suspension, and was never the same 
player afterwards, “Getting your own hack” is a game, Uiat 
‘iotan’t pay, and the spectators who give alvlee ou these lines 
are traltors' to the game, und no friends of the players to whom 
they ive such advice. 

Sontetimes we are told that foothallers are too much alike, 
‘that they are'all tarred with the same brush, and that the greag 
‘majority’ of them play the same game ix exactly the same way 
that the sport. Is lacking in originality. T-somethines think this 
criticlam true, but certaln spectators are to blame becuuse they 
‘won't stand for’ originality) by thelr attitude they kill te young 
player ‘with dens of his avn, 

Let a lad be introduced to a team who docs not play the 
game in the orthedox way—a full-back who dribbies a bit, a half 
Sack who goes right up: among the forwards occasionally, or & 
forvars who takes on a roving commission, ‘These lavls are quickly 
Told ‘shont it by people in the-erowd ‘who ean't see beyond the 
ends of tiieir noses, who think chat originality is sure to lead to 
failure. | Slost ‘of us who have rauieh experience of foothall have 
Feen lads come into” the ‘game with orjglaal ideas, bat their 
originality has ‘been quickly. killed by severe. critielsim from the 
fnleokers, T want to hiake an appeal nere for such players tobe 
given a chance. 

‘More earnestly still, however, do I think Tt necessary to make 
an appeal for fair treatment’ for the player “on trial—the lad 
ho has lis spurs to win wid who gets a chaneo of Winning them, 
Now, every young player has nol the temperament which enables 
him,’ whe promoted toa first-class side, to play up to his own 
Standard, He Is apt to be nervous and, worried, to do. things 
rng Ie cary trate 


This player Is not deserving of erittelsm; 
isideserving of sympathy, and it he gets Wt te much more likely 
“come on” at a quicker paco than if hie early ‘elforts are 
Jcored at.” Give the iads their chance to make good Is the soundest 
Aad fairest bit of advice T'ean give. Y have Eoown young players 
‘who have actually shed tears atthe end of their iret games 
they have Known that ‘they: have not done themselves justice, and 
the remarks of the onlookers have cut them to the licart. 

‘There Is another type of spectator whore attitude of mind I 
have" noyer ‘been able to ‘understand—the one who barracks. the 
eflorts of his favourite team at a whole. 1 know that failure In 
kalling ‘to ‘the enthustastic ‘partisan, ‘ut just as there Must be 
Nome club ab the top of the League, so there mast be somo club 
At the bottom, Karly in the present, seaton Shellield United were 
doing badly--there ls ho doubt about that—ond some of Wie players 
fof the team were subjected to really harsh critici-i, white the 


interesting goss 


and information.—H. Wharton, Ed. 


sfforts of the side as 9 whole were not given any credit. at afl 
The captain, cilleple, threatened to Teave. the club It this harsh 
treatment Was persisted lay and he would: not have been the. fick 
fine player’ to, be’ arivon trom this of that’ teum "by" cridclene 
Uk fine day Shefeld United: won a ronich away from howe: ths 
supporters fmmediately relented, cheered the plavers on eit mest 
wppearance ab hiramatl ‘Lane, ond from tht moment. shelteld 
United ‘went ‘trom success to success. 

‘This was a perfect ilivetration of a fact whieh Is all too often 
prerlooked—tnat many''a tenm bas Been cheered to victory, but 
into team ‘has ever ‘been foered to nucces 


Flag-Kicks and Penaities 


PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL 
MEN AND MATTERS. 


By The Man in the Street. 
PE MoWILLIAM, the manager of Tottenham Hotspur, 


says he greatly prefers mareied players to the singlo variety: 
ide, “tien, tho former "Newcastle halt back alwage dh 
Consider féotball & partnership game. 
David. Jack recently seored ‘is hundredth 
Bolton: Wanderers club, “But he didat sing 
Sécond home is Nightingale: 


I since joining the 
out tt, although his 


When big crowds assemble at Stamford Bridge men go ‘round 
with megapliones to get. the: people packed in thelr proper places, 
Wouldn't it be a better iden to employ fellows who have. hati 
experience In the sardine-packing industry? 


Burnley have never beon “the same team since thelr former 
centre-half retired. Jn other words, they bave gone off the Boyle. 


In a recent Welsh Rugger team there were flve policemen, Small 
wonder that after the game some of the English players declared 
that they had been pinched.” 


Preston North End have tile season gained a reputation for 
being one“of the best clubs 1a tie country at hoine and the Worst 
when playing on their opponents" grounds. ‘The favourite ditty of 
the players {5 said to run like this: “Ie It ever £0 humble, there's 
uno place like home." 


rel. 4 numberof seotnntars are now acinted with the 
leading’ Elubs." Whatever else happens, they should certainly Be 
able to “athe it, nee eA . 


hs directors of Hull City Fecently gave it out that unteas they 
got bigger gates they would have ta dispose of some of thelr mei. 
It would indeed be tragic If they had to sell the “hull ” lot. 


Andy Wilson tias heen telling the world that he has developed 
a series of wecrct. signals for use on tho field by players of the 
Chelsea club. “T hope these weren't rendered necessary because 
Andy’s colleagues could not understand tis Scotch secent, 


A wellknown manager says that he sees no objection to players 
congratulating ench other by ‘handshakes when A goat (a. benveds 
Tut. ho does uot think the ‘congratulations ‘ought<to. extend ts 
Kissing che successful marksmen.” We agreo, ‘We have seen tome 
‘of the footballers. 

Alexander Keeping, the young full-back of Southampton, ts very 
xen om fying, ma. we Ksbw so%0 forwardh syho aight. also. take 
up aviation to" enabte them to reach come ot the passes which are 
made to thoi. 

Noet George, the goalkeeper of Wolverhampton Wanderers, hia 
such tig hands tht I ls elsy for Win Go grip-a tullelsed fosebatt 
and’ pick {e up with one hand. When he oes this ie colleagues 
exelaim? "ny" Georget™ i 
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B'VE all heard of Tush, of course, 
Wii" hasn't?—T'd like, to “know. 
T seem t9 fave been hearing. of 
hhim’for ‘the Inet five years) and 


flvays In one connection foie whieh 
‘whet you come to retect-upon ie you chaps, 
is ust the connection one’ should associate 


8 centre-forward with. And Hugh Gallacher 
fh a centreforward—very muel #0. 


X don’t set out, to be a football erltie- 
‘wie “perkupe. 
Tim enditted to. 
‘hat ‘opinion, Witte your perialssion, Til set 


all him ‘tho’ greatest centre-forward over, 
‘or vet the greatest ‘centreforward of the 
present day. “But L will sny. this for him 
Treks one of the aieatest, and, could a Yote 
be ‘sto the greatest, modera centre. 

Tia willing. to wager’ youd ‘hud 
Hogi vely near the top. 

‘The primary duty of centre-forward ts 
to score goals, and ‘that's just the. thing 
Hugh dues. "He does i, too, im a manner 
‘that makes goat sooring’ look eney. "When 
he's in form he does not score theni in ones 
citer. ‘Two Te a common bag for him; three 
fe-net uncommon, and hate kaowe) times 
‘when ie hae seored four, and even Ave, ia 
aumateh, 

‘That's Yeadership for you, If you lke! Up 
to the end of last year Gallacher hed playec 
{n geven representative. games for Scotland 
stiternationals. and inter-League matches 
fad in. those. seven games fhe hind. manages 
fo score. no less than eleven goals. AS 2 
Gop goatseorer, too, tie wants a bit. of 
Destine; and os ‘for bis League “record — 
well, how’ does 91 goals. for Il matches 
Scund? For that wad the number he neites 
forthe ‘Airdrieoblans, whilst he Agured on 
thelr buoke—moet of them scored under the 
fold system, too, when gonls were jolly bard 
fo come by. 

"woth coals and Gallacher begi F 
“Gand both aro synonymous. "IC Slugl 
jan't among the “Brat, three of the ‘most 
frida goalscorers at the end of the seaton, 
then Til never venture an opinion again. 

So. much, for his net nding feats 
‘examining the history of the player himself, 
wwevare struck at once bythe meteoric rire 
Yo fame ths, goal-seoring’ ability’ has gained 
for tm, "We can't saya lob about. hie 
South, I'm atrald, for the simple rearon that 
flegts not much'to be told. Such as there 
iohere goes! 

Well, then, you mast know that Hugh 
twenty-three sears of age. He wap born tn 
Holehil, a Lamarkahire town, and there, 
stably, found hie king, and developed his 
fubora tatent for” tue seotematvs greatest 
fame, 4s youth, after. playing in aany 
ames where coats and goalposts and a slag 
Freap ‘wns the piten, tie became attached to 
elshit Athlete. 

Ve was here that he started to score goa 
vee tage ears days, he “was noticed, 
fond tose who ean" him always liad a good 
Mora’ to say for him. "Iint he did mot set 
the heatlier on. fre, and, in fact, won nO 
Sutatanting junior Honours, In 108021, how 
ver, Queeh of the South became Interested 
fn young: Hugh, aud the Queens, seeing tht 
Gallacher was'a iad likely. to suit them, 
nade up their abinds to place him’ on thelr 
Douks. 

‘Sh ld you be @ SeotUisl reader you will, 
‘gf course, know all “about Queen of “tl 
South. It you belong. to this side of the 
rder the ‘chences are. that you will not, 
for, unfortunately, a great deal of publicity 
{stot given to Scottish Second Divison foot: 
Tali ia our ‘newspapers. But Queens: have 
had! almost as rapid = push tothe front 
sev lug “Ostagher, fhe ina they” mde. 
‘They were a comparatively new lub when 
Mingh Julned thera, and at ‘the time ‘were 
tiling ‘part In jusior football. Since then 
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OAL CETTE 


‘AScoffish Youthwho 
as caused some sensations 


f 


ry 


By “ REFEREE.” 


they have won the Scottish Qualitsing Cup 
{1629 ana Tart. eeon wen promotion tom 
the uied. Division af the Scottish League 


fo) ie Second Dison, 
fell, thet, Guecas signed on Hugh Gat: 
Tachery and witht Queens “Hugh bean to 
develop,” Me Seared goats, he learnt all there 
Was ta know about the centre for 

this, before the end of one sea 
ew” club, several otter "and 
Ind éast anstous eyes upon. Mia 


‘among 
those. were the Airdriconlats, who ave made 


Scottish football history. during the last 
few year: “They led Gallacer from the 
momént they set eyes upow_ him. 

‘Therefore, It wilt come as no surprise to 
you to leatn that tn tiie end. they signed 
Galincheron. That was in 19-22; but, behng 
wise, the Aledrie organisation did not, nd 
hls’ place in. thelr First Divislon eleven 
Immediately, preferring. to allow him to 
deveiog. with "the reserves, "Only ones. ot 

ice war. young Hugh called ‘upon to take 
the ela with Ute confor eleyen that season, 
Dut, the displays ie gave satisfied eversbody 
that’ the Airdrie, management bad pleted 
lupon a ‘winner, The following season, how: 
eter (190228), Gallacher ‘caine ‘out with 
Segeance 
1otenres, atEC, dug to Gallacher's prowess 
in the goalscoring department, that ‘Airdrie 
that season won the, Seottish Second Eleven 
Cup and algo the ‘Scottish “Alliance, Chany. 
plonship. “After ‘that, ofcourse, he Was 
Foade, and from then ‘on became a ‘regular 
member of the League she. In 39284 he 
Was one, of the ‘men “whoo, ably assisted 
Xirao te win the: Scottish Cup and. fist 
ie runnersap.In-the League Championship 


fable. In. 19225, Though Alrdele. were 
knocked out ia the ‘Thied Hound of-the Cup, 
hie again had the honour of helping thett 


{0 nis as runners-up in the Leugue, 

‘in addition to this, he had eaushe the eye 
of the Brottish International Selection Com 
Injttes, “ills frat appearance as the leader 
ot tis country's forward line came on 
Maren ist, Ub24. at Parkhead, Glascow, when 
hhe played’ agatist frelon. ‘he seats’ won 
oubtless you will remember~ana (allacher, 
‘Howat ned not aire ict earned 
olden oplatons from ail who saw hth. Te 
fiss "mote ‘than -vindleated. hat remission 
ince? for, besides having played for. Seat 
fand ‘against’‘Egiand, Jreland,, and Waice, 
Tee'feoret five of te eight goals which lack 
season earned Scotland the International 
hamptonshi. 

‘Oi iyen a great Tad is Gallacher—a ted, 
in preetnt fndieations are mnytiing to 40 by 
wio is_ going to. become ev and 
Who may add an Kalish Chp metal aidan 
English Champlonship medal to lr atteady 
Growded “ense’-of football troplies! At 
Bresenty of conte, he le. scoring. goal for 


Remeastio United. to whieh teas thea con 
Fileration suid to be over £0005, Gullacher 
‘War transferred last Aledrie 


Tido'y want fo: part. with him se the fine, 
ut Nomeastie were desperately beet, 

Yfuat was during te ble trance boom of 
init "years Jou Sea remember, when 
Reandalieed “sporting Fress stewed with 
Gisay ‘the donsationad franafers of eotlish 
Sloped Go. Rigi clube “ont once. mean 
Paltshea all the old tripe tint, Tis ‘been 

“avout big prices. 

fstion i, one newspaper wantell to 
iow, Gallacher worth eu? “I unter? 
Uiiiny antwer"“ vex" A Gouly a bie cab 
lub anager: once tala me" is seneny 
SartuPevedy penny, ofa e100, amt Ht we 
re to aceept that gare, then Gallacher Nas 
hig “to asore sity to Felmburse the News 
Edie club tor tilt expenityre es 
Etarlea, “anyway. im die debut nate 
iverton on December 12th fe pot two: 


Mig second game for Nis new club agoinst 


Manchester (City: he got one- Shoring. the 
Ghristmae.‘hoildtys he" scored’ for, and on 
Sanuary 2nd. he got four. A good) and 
‘promising beginning, anyway. 


of the unsolved 
‘mysteries of foot= 
ball ie why the 
ground “of the 
‘Tottonnaim Hotsnr Club 
fe knowa. gsc White 
Hart Lane," and is 
always “reeled to. at 
Buch” The: only tug 
‘wrote with the name it 
that tho ground in 
exer, that a 


Spa are so riele~vtth aaoce mone inthe tale tha 2 

other club inthe ennfry'thae Wt doesnt matter 
the ‘But when fst Ingo th 

Shure ground the ther morning Had solve out 

Shy thece players of Tottenham Hotspurs are so Immacuy demand at concerts, and wlten the Spurs pavers soot 

iro sry tatoos Any seg sal dost alte pe 
An tele kites honed #9 that chi have's creawe down at (he dloner. Sly readers kuowe all abot the are 
tho mmfadie Uke those ne’ trousers had five or se Searsof Seedy but tind x desperate striae to aot hth tO, 


Bech $e ‘ro called. 


Tntely tamed ont witht 


bagi and whieh are not paid for yet! 


"The secret of the clean cits ud all thet soit of thing it ist 


fat White Hart Lane at ol. 
tall nite we curt bast ove, because fe of Hank Ohame take a bit of beathng. 


APE DPattte SPURS 


By “ PAUL PRY.” 


(Our Travellity; Correspondent.) 


Hov-jof Hinton, and_th 


atari 
smite onan 


Slate” “Forster 


right add. there Is eons 
Hldceabfo  dlseuseion vat 
fies as fo whether 
Hinton oF Osborne te the 
Destlooking footballer i 
the game to-day Tas 
folaat ‘Tottenkism that 
{these were the enty to 
Fingers for the (ie, for 
the” Owen Naree” Took 
he Gtook—T think. 1b In Groek-—proile 
‘Tam not g0!n 
rat, preferring’ to Jet then! argue’ the 


man themselves 
‘4s for tho other talent at Tottenhara, vou Mould hear 


play the plano.” He is very mm 


feasked to do sketches ofall the people 


"ie 


‘ne of himect to put into theee noten, -Personly, 1, Chink 


"NORE 


connected with the spn te that thy do thelr own Iaumdty thing 1 yt a 


‘ork on the premisas, 


‘A Seotanumn a manager. 


ever havea 


net clay i he county. 


"Fins of ally] blow into 


gee ett aaa 
SE tara tn ta Behr ate 
ER Ades is i eS eb se 
ma eros We ne cee RAN Rae Sere ones 
IS SAAD Pci ate te Stal aha He Mine Ne 


TBS the way 
canto tell ate 


typed with 


0 billigs-room et White Hart) hile another al 


ie thing he eat do. very” wel 


‘teh he has ever done, but thete 18 one 

“that it, doesn't flatter him} 

wing fold vou of some things which Sea 

had play football, T wil tell you tome 
l—that is, play lawn, ents 

ip there te h fellow who goes 


ids 
edition. “for e_owas « Uraper's shop ; 
back, iti Berv Simi has tome stelhg 


‘Lane, td ford tint Spr oficial give carelul considerte]igtons whch, lie say answer to thee hanes and €a€ Owe 


fon to the ereature comforts of thelr aye, 
Ts players ever do any other] "By te tine thess notes appear T hope we shall all have 
fralutig besides walking found tar biliasdsioor, budlaceh’ Asthur Grimedell beck Mis mae 
hem Ta hi tat he as hobby soot 
witha big sta 


Bi 


Yom surprised. dt, the Sp 


they ‘do—our old triend aly sinter stl 
ees to that, ‘Tommy Clay isone of the Lest 
billiards Diayery on the stad, but he was 
‘ot plas that nomi when Twenty 
rose eowne of hls pals 

In the sumer 
ig tO see 
Tommy off with s'fod snd line at ste. fa 
‘the morning, and" Pat’ MeWilliam, the 


‘anager, fete only fellow ‘Clay dsean't 
Hell his yarms to. Baw knows "¥oo mel 
bout hing. Mel, Fou ao 


“Tots hist ag well that there are some 
talkers on th stat at ‘Tottenfitm, for there 
fre seme very sileutnembers, too. Ibis sald 
‘that the centre-half, Harry Skite ouco gave 
‘tho Whole of the plabers a tromendous ehoek 
hy speaking one tolitary’ word on the foot- 
Dal Het, but. there fa no confirmation of 
his sare, “AU east skit himself would’ 
oti i 

"Thre is very real tatout fn the Tottenham 
team, however, and nevera dll moment 
‘when they are travelling,“ Goal-kecper Fre 
Hinton ‘wil sing-a elassic song any’ time in 
a nice tenor ‘voice; and incidentally 1 


Rannnrannrrrnrrnrnnnnrnn 


Tneoatf otis hat 


ten 
the 


mi 


1eft 
Ps 
Bin 
Jett 
‘ack hs pulled iy ever 
ack has pled prety nearly eversiyody's 
ing tay covn—he “has not yet 

sy able tg, sing 8 Hood one on Dine 
‘hut kes lives in hopes A happy 


Jeg inet 


bee 


imi SEED 


(As Seed * by himset) 


maelf tht ho was & golfer, 


familly, these Spurs, 
‘Good Inek to "ema 


nthe team, but 


There aro several things regrettable 


about ‘the White Hart Lane’ ground Just 
pipe. 
Tonger pays fn the fit tenn, case It 
the iltti ¥mn's expense, "T remomber once 
‘shen “the team was travelling they bought 


‘One Js. Sceretary’ Arthue Turners 
Another Is that Fanny "Walden 10 


vs possible to have n good joke at 


‘ordinary tlekets, and one els teket, 
Tatter being for Walden, ites" Fanny 


hnad the last laugh, Deeatse Le got throws 


the halt-tare elec | 


Atother regret fs that Jimony Cantrell has 


‘ho ub. Jimmy -Dimmock ai 0 love 
‘carry Cantiell's goll clube, and to ld 
Tig mow pated up with his wing arte 
fe bles it may tel you that athena 


WHAT CHELSEA'S GROUND LOOKS LIKE FROM AN AEROPLANE ! 


ay ae mae 


ridge Athletic Ground, ne 


‘Chelsea holds the distinction 


‘order that the. 
ing theunly club over 


8 
taking part im any compotitfon, er even ina Triondly. 


noloaure might be perfect. 


THEIR'S 


Pe 


they know Everyth 


ME other day J te chatting with 
rend about the prombalog. players 
of this present football season, cour 


T 


TE gay, Bred, waab tppens o all these 
youngsters who come up se regularly? Bvery 
enson seems to produce plongy of promising 
fads, but before they have Tully developed 
they drop bck, and noting more fe beard 
of them. 

‘The remark of my friend act me thinking 
seriously. “Te ts. w fack that every season 
‘Winciees the arsival of a alr mummber of 
Young lade who seem to Daverle in them £9 
Bake good he footuall eid, 
enugity trae, howeser, to. say tint, so far 
Sa 8 fale number of them “hep concerned, 
they fade, away almost ay rapidly” as. they 
ime to the trent. "Shey fall Wo come any 
‘where near expectations. 


PLENTY OF MATERIAL. 


One thing we can say with a fale amount 
of assurance is that, At the young lade 
‘Sho find their way Into foothall sexsom after 
Id faldl the expectations which they 
ie seramble for veal Toothallers would 
if Hike. so lesperate.as'1t is 
AU-the moment. Every. clob wants players, 
‘and ie prepared ta. do 
<yergthing’ poste £0 bring! on, ie soung. 
Sters once they nye been found, ‘There 
faw: material in plenty: Indeed, that Is 
the case with a ‘game which 
1y_ played. from. schooldays, upwards 
tndreds. ef, thousands of lads.” ‘Then 
why ‘don't thay’ develop steadily? "How Is 
Te'that so many of tem vanish almost ar 
‘ufekly as they arrive—go back to ohecurity 
without ever reailsing the expectations of 
Thelr friends of thelr employers? 


PROMOTED TOO SOON. 


‘There aro several possible answers to the 
foregoing questions. "Ror instance, 1t might 
bevaaid—and 1 think with 'e cartain degree 
Of truth--that some of the failures. ave. 
fo the fact that the bunt for good men, 
f0 desperate, ‘The tight. sort ‘of materlal 
Heat an aearee as it undoubtedly is He neces 

Yollewe that clube are apt to garoule 
SHUN the tads they do find. ‘Mey. promote 
Wem sin a imrry, and ina sort of forlorn 
hope that they ‘will make good in the est 
‘hase of fonthall. Tere and there (ete men 
Sri Jamp from abscnnity to fare ina night, 
Bete were, sick It, But the great majority 
ft them don't, and it is my opinion that, & 
prenortion fail because they are not ready. 
Reing unready, ‘they get downhearted and 
disappointed. 


‘A FATAL MALADY. 
So far as my expertenee gock, honover, T 
think there Is’ deeper eeason for the fact 
HIRE he" hads do not all develop ay they 
Ste’ eumeeted to. do, Tis Tenron ie that 
itty vary “tapi get on big Yor thee 
shoe, I know plenty of Yad who have 
into ret-has foot around, the ae of 
{Mtenty. Steg have been promising lade 100, 
pouesred of & certain amount of footballing 
Mreenct: ‘Abas far too many of them hve 


TOOBIG “ 


The Trouble with Young Po 
Footballers ts thar they think ra : 
Flat Ms | 


By FRED C. KEENOR, 
(The Welsh International Centre-Half of Cardiff City.) 


oR! 


ing 


scarcely listen to the advleo of those. who 
fave ‘been much Tonger im football, and the 
result is that, Instead of progressing, they 
stand st. 


SPOILED BY HIS FRIENDS: 


Tam not Jost, merely giving there Inds a 
food iding, as it were, because Team quite 
Ainuerstaud them, They epring up ike mtu 
Fouuns in the night, and wake to dud then 
‘selves famous. They ace popular heroes, and 
very man they know--aud many they dont 
Snows ready to take them by the hand. 
But many of the so-called friends of the 
footballer donot lead him the right way. 
‘On the contrary, they tempt him. to stay 
fut inte, perhaps to have more. to. drink 
than fe good foF-any young lad who wants 
to. get-on in football, with the result’ that 
the youth can't stand the hurly-burly. 
head ia turned. He is the great “1 av. 


THE EXAMPLE OF MEREDITH: 


Personally, Iam always, very sorry when 
X.see young lads) going tae way, and T 
Guoula ‘ike to seter them to the ‘greatest 
footballer exer produced by my. native 
country. of ‘Wales. refer, of “course, to 
hilly?» “Meredith. Meredith "was. a. great 
fiatural footballer; but, as he will tell you, 
hho oveed m great amount. of is contiaued 
ficcesa In the game to the fact that he 
‘was always. ready to learn. I. remember 
atking to Meredith ‘some ilttle time back, 
fnd this is what he Seid: “I wish Y could 
play for a few more seasons, beeahse there 
fre some tricks I should tilt Tike to prac 
{Use and to perfect magset fn.” When Mere 
faith ‘used. those words be Was nearly Mfty, 
fand fad. been an acknowledged. master of 
‘he game for thirty years, The ‘man who 
things that atthe ane ot twenty-two. he 
Knows everything about football ia riding 
for a fall, The moan who ie always trying 
to learn New tricke, to perfect the old anes, 
‘who is ready and wile to. put ina bie of 
extra practice instead of twying to, dodge 
{the practice ‘wbleh is. arranged for hich, 13 
the ployer who Is going to develop. 


THE LAD WHO GETS oN. 


not da Std tS 
ikea 


llered’ from that. terrible malady which ig 
byete described by the words * swelled head.” 


‘They have acted a8 though, ence having got 
inte fisteclnes side, they’ know everything 
‘here is to know about tho game. ‘Jey wil 


Heel afloat 
le OE 
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT! 


Superstitions 


Famous Footballors sete: 


Fads Alleged to Bring Good Luck. 


1X the day when the Fourth Round of 
‘the’ present serles of Cupties ‘was 
being played I happened to be walk- 
ing lato the ground of w big ‘club 
‘with the manager of one of the teams con- 
Cerned In the important game. Suddenly the 
‘manager darted away trom me, and T heard 
bim telling. a tellow who was telling cough: 
Tozenges, of something like that, to get away 
fom fe entrance te tho grou as quickly 
as possible. Thie action on the part of 
Manager, Whom knew to be a Kind-hearted 
dat, suiprised me, and when he exme buck 
TLasked him why fo the world he had sent 
the seller of the sweets 
“ Didn't ‘you “notice,” 
“that ‘he had x promoanced squint? My 
players will be along Ine minute, and it 
Uhey happened to see that fellow sith, tie 
Fqulnt they would bo: a8 certain as anything 
tha it was sure’ sign of bad luck, and 
That they sould’ lose our match to-day." 
‘This-explanation of a quaint superstition 
that to mest porzon who aquints a ble Is 
sure to ‘be followed by bad luck—set my 
mind Tunning on the superstitions of foot 
Ballers in general, and T hope you vill bo ds 
Interested ‘aa Twas to discover the quaint 
fade and fancies possessed by some of our 
leading players, would. nob go so far as 
to any. Yodthailers” are more ‘superstitious 
than “other people, but, they certainly do 
tale alot, Ebout "the “things which bring 
tigen good tuck oF bad, 

‘ay of example, it has frequentiy been 
riotleed that “Jock -Eutherford, ‘the famous 
DOuteidecright of the Arsoual, whom we were 
all glad to weleame back’ to. the game 
eeently, Is invariably last out of the dre 
Ing-room when bls team is playing # mate 

‘AT know why be does that,” said a feliow 
to mo the other day.” “Tt ls go that hs can 
get an extra cheer all to" himself.” This Is 
Hot ‘the explanation at all, Jock drmly 
Yalieves. that unless be. goes ‘on to the Meld 
Tost, that mateh ig going to be an imlucky 
fone'for him and his team, and right through 
Tile career ‘he has always nade. a. practlee 
BE being Inst out Of tho dressing-room at 
the start of a: game and also at the restart 
after, half-time,” A superstition very’ ‘much 
onthe game tines Ie that held “by. Nell 
MeBaln, ‘of Hverton, who hns come to the 
conelusion that if he'is the last of the teama’s 
players to ardve at the ground. he will have 


R good day. 

Meredith's toothpick provides 

Instanee of the fads of famous. footballers 
‘the most wonderful winger of alltime would 
never go on the feld without a toothpick 
Stuck Im nig mouth, and there were people 
ft “Manchester who’ ured to say’ Uiat they 
ould tel whether Bred, would bet 
{good form or not by the angle st which he 
isld. the toathplek, 

Tonee knew, a player eho decided that he 
would cops the ‘Meredith toothpick Wen. 
‘The gage had no sooner started than this 


id’ the manager, 


a classle 
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‘he tuperaition whic held 
many? people about It ben 
niueky corpus pin Witious 
king It up ts saged by many 


OF 


vw 


Bouid never pass a hairpin 
Iving on the road, but, always 
bed, picked ib up, und pat 
tno ls poexet. this par- 
Hoular sppersition was known 
to his colleagues, and one day wile. they 
free, oath for & Tong wale ae par of thle 
Haining good practical joke was played on 
the hairpin oan. Several of the Plasers 
Sought a packet of halrpins each, andy taking 
tp -their positions ahead of the superstitions 
Player, dropped: these. hairpins ab frequent 
fntgrvais, ‘Not one of them wobld the super- 
sMltious player pass, and itis aaid' that be 
ind abut acho inthe back bofore ‘he ad 
Inland: the ‘walk through bending down to 
pick ‘up all ‘tho. halepine. whieh she. found 
jing shout, ‘Not untht ho was back in the 
traning quarters, with two pockets bulging 
fall wltuhaitpine, was the Joke. explained 
to nim. 
score ag any footballer who obec te 
cing photogtaphed Just prior tot. matel 
Decntse thoy feel certain Shab bad Tock will 
hevthe ontdome, "Arioog these ‘ie VAIberE 
monger, the famous. goalkeeper of 
Uountyr eho has surprised nay (8 Pest 
Photograpier by. resolutely. refusing. £0" be 
Photographed before the start, of « kame, 
Flere’ are. whole. team, which sharo’ this 
sapeottion Unt to bo photosraed fs bad 

‘Charlle Buchan says that, he has no super 
atleions about walking under a Indder, but 
te never does i Deena palt-pot eight 
come down on his head. "But 1. happen. to 
ow that Chartle Is not so tree trom super- 
tition as ho. hiimselt sometimes tries” £0 
tnake ott, audit by, chance he puts hie 
{eobball Jérsey_ on naide-out he ‘would not 
fofy waco by changing Ie, «Billy» Watker, 

famous insideleft of the Vila, always 
puts is ett football: boot om frst, becaue 
ould be unlucky to'stark with the Tight 
{ings And #0 we could £0 of. 

Ot course, you don"t belive, and T don't 
believe, tha these. things matter one ttle 
bit. “But we stould be m much tess tatarest: 
ing people if’ wo didn’t have these funny 
lie fo Our make-up. 


LIGHTNING SKETCHES OF 
FOOTER CELEBRITIES. 


An impression of A, J. CAMPBELL, 


the famous contre hall-back of 
Southampton, by Jimmy Seed, of 


‘the Spurs. 


TRAINING FOR 


FOOTBALL 


The Benefits of Walking. 


By PERCY LONGHURST. 
T ign weep teste ef to HE 

Dractied. “T reter te ‘walking. 
biogete, the motorbust and “the trameae 


have something’ to-do" 'with: the neglect of 
tring but tne tac. erate Gat walle 
ing as traning exercton fa neplected except 
Uschi ‘tews‘Hagcistance and chos-country 
Toners know hog extraneaefu i walle 
ig aa a. menos of Promoting exttn rtaylig- 
ober: sulimers_not.sprintersvalue, te 
Seereeg; and. walking Ie sil just as much 
Spare ot boxers training as are the Brace 
tice’ bouts ‘with his sparcing partners Now, 
ita ‘boxer who nee both enguranice sand 
{olekness, Ande walking valuable, most eer 
{ily should the’ footbal player” oo many 
fellows, however, ook’ upon’ walling. as 4 
dtsagreenbie nescsley. They ateerlystall te 
{eal the benedlatreauts to be obtained 
from te habit-of taking a reely Yong walk 
when the opportualty offers. 

Sundays vo tba chance to most of us 
tor taking & good walknot th tale saunter 


ot a halite or eo slong’ the ‘pavement 
Suu‘ ely wood stot Tang several hows, 
‘There Is no need to make auch an outing « 


ace, very tar trom lea. What f auggent ie 
1 ive or ix hour’ etrall ta pace sf three 
tid half or four miles an hour. Any alight 
‘itgess rezulting from the "igorous exerees 
atthe’ previgus afternoon ‘is’ very quickly 
ork, Prom noc walk perabuany 
iertaen in compasy—ony. talk a dre 
feiows-a power of good wil result, mental 
and phgsizaly, tne heart and tung wl 
ievtrengtnened, the power of endurance of 
tito and thigh muscles Increased, Dt £0 
mention ‘the Snvigorating iofucnee thatthe 
Combination of moderate enerelse ant fy 
Sirvhave upon the nerver "Such “strafing 
Dardler snoukl not be difientt to organise, 
ahd they" are not Impossible. even it ‘one 
happens fo dvell In a large city. A. walk of 
UneTienith fuggetted shuld: Erke one. well 
beyond the extent of pavements and shops, 
fn putting ‘in now ad naan falty ask 
Arik ot arguarer of ite ot 40 without 
stiraeting attention or belug inconventene 
By other pedestrian. 

"there Is other walking exerciso which, the 
hap anzious to Keep At abould not neglect, 
STU n'a realy fest evo miles jaunty: being 
faretal foie st rida. teh ah exer 
ly taken once a'day, Is a great favourito 
‘rth certain hoxers wlio ere Soxlous not #9 
lose’ rapidlty of footwerke And, although 
the average football club tember has not a 
uch time tov give to bis raining a8 the 
rofesstonal boxer preparing for. a. contast, 
he should not fd ie impossible, with a Mets 

itedental, to fou. the opportunity for such 
i training ‘wulktwo" or three thes ins 
‘Seeks Te'might well be’ taken falriy Tae in 
The evening ust” betore ‘sn coaple 
‘ot miles can, be got through half an hour 
at the outsides and auch Anish to the day 
iP most Wenedctal- Hor" one’ thingy auch ah 
evening walk ig pretty, certain to’ cnaure 
Sights rest. Nor necd et all to get Inte 
Mbetie ‘tops for ite Ordinary clothes wit 
do, with "rubbersoied shoes’ to. bo” wom 
‘hon’ there" fen ran ot mad about, “And 
Ywhen taking suck a walk, don't forget that 
Theowinging’ of the arins tn neceaniy: 
Gooatwin, thst prinee of trainers; urges that 
fie Mande hoa he Brow up sitar. at 

Tan as the avoulders avery tie, Thie te 
2 dodgo that not only logsens tbo shoulder 
nue, uty by" lfting the ribs, allows of 
greater quantity of ait belog ‘taken into 
the'iungs, “Now and-agnin the pace should 
he lessened for a'huntred yards or 80 te 
tnable the. walker to indulge in a spell of 
‘ery slow and. deep breathing 

‘Fast, walking at Ars Ts lable to make the 
shine feel bit sore, but eontlatauce of the 
here wil durey eure fit and he watkor 
‘vil have the added satisfaction ef knowing 
that the ts developing a muscle that ‘comes 
{aviighty”uietal when kleking «ball 


every 
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(Continued from page 2) 
Billy Bunter breathed more freely 
when his footsteps receded slong the 
corridor. Ho had escaped once more— 
‘and if the corridor remained unvisited 
after that, he had an excellent chance of 
dodging tinscen out of the Head's study 
ater. Dinner would be coming along 
presently, and dinner could not be 
Inissod. ‘That was very important. 

‘Mr. Quelch’s face was very set as ho 
turned out of the Head's corridor. By 
the corner he met Mr. Prout, the master 
of the Fifth ‘There was an unusual 
frown on Mr. Prout’s flushed, portly 

He stopped Mr. Quelch, 
You havo been to sco the Head, 


1 gaid Mr. Quelch. 
“Possibly you have noticed something 
iitie unusual in the Head this morn- 


ing? ny dear Quetch—a lack of respect 
and consideration which members of Dr, 
Locke's staff had always considered that 


they had a right to expect.” 

Mr. Quelch started a little, 

“T" have certainly noticed it, Mr. 
Prout. May I ask ‘€ your experience 
has been the seme?” 

“Tt has, sir!" said Mr, Prout. 
decidedly, sit! 
has pleased Dr. Locke, on this 

to talk to me through @ locked 
suid Mr. Queleh bitterly. 

“'Procisely the same as my experience, 
sir,” said Mr. Prout, ‘and the expres: 
sions sed by the Head, sir, were not 
such as I am accustomed to hearing.” 

“T can quite credit it,” said Mr. 


“Most 


Ich, compressing , “My ex: 
neo is similar.” 
It js very unpleasant and disconcort- 


» Mr. Queleh.” 
It is exceedingly so, Mr. Prout.” 


scarcely understand Dr. Locke this 
morning, Mr. Quelch.” 
“T fail to understand him at all, Mr. 


Prou 
“It is really extraordi 
“Unprecedented, 
And the two masters separated, hav- 
ing comforted one another a little by a 
miubial grouse, 
the ‘proceedings. of the Head 
warning were decidedly extra- 
y and unprecedented. But tha 
‘occupant of the JTead's study, at that 
ime, was also rather extraordinary and 
unprecedented, if the two masters had 
nly Know it. 


THE TENTH CHAPTER, 
No Exit! 
ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER 
Queleh’s footsteps died away 
was silence; and 


fe. Quelch wag gone, and was not 
ly to relurn, ‘The stpposed Head's 
ructions would keep the corridor 

as soon as all the fellows 


Bunter 


y soltled down in the Be 
rowius for third lesson, the fat junior 
would be able, at Iss, “10 make his 


escape from the Head's study. The 
coast would be clear at last. 

nee he had escaped unseen, who was 
to know that he ever had been there? 
Mr. Quelch did not know at what time 
the Head had started for Southampton 
—he did not know yet that the Head had 
gone at all. When -he learned. that 
much, he would not know How long the 
Head had boen gone—he would suppose 
that he had started during third lesson 
after that talk on the d TT 
was a reasonable expectation—and 
30 turned out, it would seo Bunter clea 
Onee he was safe out of the Head's 
study, all was serene—only it was fright- 
fully important to get out unseen. ‘Tho 
mere thought of the facts coming to 
light made Bunter shiver 

He waited; and o glance from the 
window. showed him the quadrangle 
deserted, ‘The Greyfriars fellows had 
all. gone in to class, 

‘Now was the time. 

‘Tap! came at the door, as Bunter 
turned from the window. lis exes fai 
glinted through his spectacles 
seemed to be 


Tt 
ing visitors ai the 
Head's door that morning. 

"Who is there?” called out Bunter, 


with the amazing imitation of Dr. 
Locke's voice, which was now growing 


fc, sic!” replied the voice of Mrs, 


Kebble, the houso-dem 
‘The handle turned. 
“I cannot be disturbed now, Mrs, 

Kobble. Another time—” 

“The door don't open, sir.” 

“T have locked it, Mrs. Kebble, in 
order not to bo disturbed. Kindly go 
away at once.” 

“What! What did you say, sir?” 

“Go away at once, my good woman! 
Tam execedingly busy.” 

Mrs. Keble bridled, outside the study. 
door." Annoyance seemed inevitable for 
all callers, at Dr. Locke’s study that 
morning—just as if it wero catching, 
ike measles, 


larly whether, your study could be done 
this morning.” 

“Bhy” 

“Now Mr. Quelch, sir, comes to me 
and says that no one is even to enter the 
corvidr, sir.” 

Quite s0, Mre, Kebble—gnite so!” 
“T thought, sir, that Thad  belter 
speak to ou as it was most dis- 


“You are interrupting me, Mrs. 
Kebble. Tam exceedingly busy’ with— 
With a Greek translation. Kindly go 


fo away al once, Mrs. Kebble, 
‘here was a sound of flouncing in the 
corridor. Mrs, Keble was going away 
ia frame of mind thet made things 
unpleasant for the maids when she 
arrived below stairs again. 
my hat!" mnrmured Bunter, 
his fat forehead, which was 
Fe 


A good part of third Iesson had 
clapsed—and Banter simply had to be 
lear of the Head’s study before it 
ded, unless ho was to ren 
waited anxious! 
a ivi 


plenty of time to get clear, 


There was silence, and Bunter softly 
turned back tho key at last. Softly he 
opened the door 

00 

With feelings too deop for words, 
Bunter shut the door again and turned 
the key onco moro in the lock. ‘There 
was a renowed sound of flouncing in the 
passage. Mrs, Kebble had come back! 
In the name of all that was unfortunate, 
what did tho woman want now? 

Knock! 

“Dr. Locke, if I may make so bold es 
to.say_a word, sir,” said Mrs. Kebble, 
with dignified indignation. 

‘What is it now, Mrs. Kebble? 
ich Fam not accustomed, sir, to 
speaking to a gentleman through @ 
locked door, sir.” 
jonsense !” 
“Sir? 
Go away, my good woman!” 

have come back, sir, to ask you 
whether tho corridor floor, sir, may’ be 
done? That being tho’ arrangement 
made, You will remember, sir, that you 
told me quite distinc —” 

“No!” roared Bunted. 

“Very well, sir—very well. But I 
presume, sir, that it will not disturb you 
in your study, sir, if Trotter polishes the 
window fastenings. I will tell him to be 
very quick.” 

Bunter shook @ fat fist at the door. 
Tt was plain that Mrs. Kebble was 
annoyed at having “her houschold ar 
rangements thrown out of gear in this 
inconsiderate mmmer. She was annoyed, 
and sho actually wanted to annoy the 
Head in retaliation. Knowing—at loast, 
believing—that the Head was vory busy, 
she was. interrupting him again from 
sheer irritation of temper. 

“Go away, Mrs. Kebblo!” snapped 
Bunter. “Go away, and do not let any- 
‘ong come anywhere near my atndy ! 

“Very well, sit—oh, very well! Twill 
tell Trotter not to come neater than the 
corner of the passage. 

‘Mrs. Kebble flonneed away again, 

Fumter stood rooted to the floor. TE 
‘Trotter was going to polish window- 
fastenings at tho corner of the corridor 
he miight as well bo just ontside the 
Head's) stndy—Bunter could not get 


. Natur- 
adn't! “Banter had not come 
wal contact before with the 
the houschold. Ho had not, 
as it were, scen the wheels go round, 

ut, naturally, they wenb round all the 
same. Mrs, Kebble and her staff wera 
as busy every day in tho performance of 

heir own “duties as tho Greyfriars 
fellows were in the pursuit of elassical 
knowledga, But Bunt. not fore- 
seen anything of this ‘As a matter 
of fact, he very seldom foresaw anything. 
at all. 

‘Tho Moad’s study, which hed beon a 
refuge, now began to appear to Bunter 
a good deal like a lion's den—which it 
seas easy to enter, but extremely difficult, 
to, got out of, 

Oh crumbs! What's a fellow going 
to do?” murmured tho disinayed Owl of 
the Remove. 

Ho dared not open the door, 

‘Trotter was practically certain, ta #00 
him if he emerged. Resides, as likely as 

Kebble might bo keeping an 
‘on ‘Trotter, to sco that ho did bis 


work thoroughly—which ‘Trotter did not 
always do un yo was kept o 

But to in the” stndy 
Tater, a woul Te pen 
of opportunities of es But what 


w WELL WORTH BUYING—THIS WEEK'S ‘'GEM"! 
shout dinner? Mitsing dinner was abso- Dinner over, the Gresfrars. fellows “My dots Quelh,aze you there?” 
im marched out,” the Remove  diseu + gasped the Remove master, “ 
ieee ihe aoihutes: wire, paetniy Ceall Basler ntwpace’w wendgr: A wer <Tearberet pet poumary somncra? 


us to Bunter in 


minute wen pre 
o the 


peculiar” predesment™—and 
minutes wore goin 

He turned to tho window at Last 

Ht 'vas risky Te might be seen drop- 
ping from. the window—Gosling. might 
feo him=Mr. Mimble, the gardenor, 
night, see: hlin—ho. might be observed 
from some other windox. 

Bur Bunter was getting desperate. Fe 
Jonged and yearned tobe slo out of 
the Head's study. 

‘He blinked from tho window and 
groafod. ‘There was Mr. ‘Bimble, ‘the 
Gardener, sedulouay attending toa 

ass border of the Sixth Worn green 
Br tual view | What ho would think: i 
fo saw ‘a, junior. dropping. rpm" the 
Heat's stdy window Bunter could not 
guts,’ But ho knew that he eou'd not 
Tord to give Mr. Mimblo an incident 
of tha and to tkeabout, OO 

Watched tho gardener savagely. 

Mr. ‘Mimble moved off at last. Bunter 
watched him go, and then— 

‘Then thero’was n sound of a joyots 
switoop'in the quadrangle. ‘Tho spaces 
That had boon silent and’ deserted tid. 
deny swarmed. 

‘Third fosson was over, and the Grey- 
fiers Tellowe were: ould 


Every 
t 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER, 
Light at Last I 


ARRY WHARTON & CO. amo 
out of the Reinove room alter 
third’ ‘Teson and’ trooped 
cheerily anto the quadrangle. 

‘hoy were the first out, bub the fourth 
avere only a minuto behind them and 
then came a riotous swarm of the Third 
tnd the Second. ‘Tho old quad was alivo 
‘With voices 

Tia dreaming 


of tho dismay their 
appearance caused to a fat junior watch- 
ing ‘from the window of tho Head's 
study, the Greyfriars follows caine out 
into ‘the sunshine in cheery moot 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anybody soon 
ealled’ out Bob Cherry, 


had! x 

speared t” oad 
Harty, Wharton, t havo gone 
gut, gf gates without! Gosling noticing 
ii 


He'll bo back for dinner” grimed 
Bob, 
Ha, ha! That's 2 dead cert” 
But it did not turn ont to be a ‘‘cert.”” 
Byhen the Remove fellows went in to 
dinner a place at tre Remove table was 
empty. Wiliam George Bunter did not 
join up for dinner. 

‘Mr. Quoich took his usual placo ab tho 
head of the Removo table, wifh an un- 


usual acorbity of manner. noticed 
fat once that one momber of his Form 
Was missing—the momber who was 
already in his ack books. 


{Marton ("fe vapbed out 

“Where is Bantey?" 

“T don’t know, sit.”” 

“ Syhat Todd, yau are Buntor's atudy- 
mate, “Do you Ynow whore he ty, and 
why ho has not cdme,in to dinner!” 
pie Pgs Pate she Hard 

~, Quolch compressed his lips hard. 
The Head had given Bunter aday off, 
as it seemed, and perhaps Bunter co 
sidered that he was free to sa out o 
wates and “ent tiff.” If so, jt was a 
Shistake on Bunter's part, for. which Mr. 
Quelch intended to call him to sovere 
account when he turned up again. 

Tar Macxer Lipaany—No. 92, 


yomatkable—indeed, amazing—for the 
Owl of the Remove to’ miss = meal. 
ich & thing had never happened before 
in, the memory of the oldest. inhabitant 
“Bunter's going it and no mistako 
said Bob Cherry, a5. the chums of the 
Remove. went out after dinner. “The 
Head can’t have given him leave to cut 
“Quelchy 
Nugent: 
thats wat doubt about, that. Mr. 
led ¢ juniors with rustling 
gown, the a tinindéritorm. 
‘The Remove niaster went to his study. 
Ho did not there and tal 
R.A newspaper, o0 Was his wont alter 


looks waxy!” murmured 


Te was too disturbed and angry, In- 
deod, ‘Mr. Queleh was, seriously think= 
ing of tondering his resignation to. Dr. 


Locke. “The Sixth had not hed a 
poasant time with Mr. Quolch that 
morning. 

Byuzzats! 


Mr. Quclch started angrily: Ho did 
snot want to be worried with tho tele- 
Dbhone just then. 

Howover, lhe jerked the receiver off 
the, hooks 

“that Courtfold 2422” 

“Yes,” anapped Bx. Quetch, 

“A taunke eall from Southam 

Mr. Quelch sniffed. - Then 
cleared a little.” Dt. Locke's ‘on was 
expected to land at Southampton ay 
ps postiy tho call wa rom Br. 

croy, a pleasant young gentleman, to 
whom Mit Quelch Was father attachod. 
Yor it waa odd that he should ting wp 
Mr, Queleb, iostead of ringing up the 
Head=4f it wae Mr, Perey Locke. 

“Ys that you, my dear Quoleh?” came 
tho yoioe over’ the wiros, 

31. Gueleh, almost fell, dow 

Te vvas not Perey Locke's voice. Te 
waa the volco of Hefbort Honry Locke 
"Wie, Locke, the Head of Groyfrtaral 

“Mn, Queich” 

‘The Remove-master could not answer, 
He ‘could orly sere dazedly at tho 
instrument. 

Was tho Had inging him up from 
bis own study? Yet thoy had-sald from 
tho oxchange that it was a trunk call 
What did it meant” Mr, Quelch 
ondered whather he was devaming. 

“Aro yon there, Mr. Quolch 

‘The dazed master made an offort, and 
spoke. 

“Who is speaking?” 

“Rr. Lack, from the, Grand Hota 
Southampter you not know 

y dear Quelch 


volee, 
yours quite distinctly.’ 
Mr. Quoleh's head scomed to bo turn- 
ing rougd and round. 
tainly, he knew the ITead’s yoice, 
just as he had known it &rom his study. 
‘Phere was no difference that, Mr. Queich 
could detect. But what could it mean? 
What epuld it possibly mean, in. tho 
nom’ = alt that, was mysterious and 
miractlous? Tt was a fong sourney to 
Sotithampton; Dr. Locke could not have 
made that journey since Mr. Quelch fad 
spoken with him at his study door. 
‘What could it moan? 


NSWERg 


Every Satarday --PRKEZ? 


1 recognise 


1 mot, bo you who 


I do not understand 
“What?” 

‘Aro you not in your study? T nican 

Mr. Quolch 

Ty ‘that really Dr. Locke who ix 


thi 


speaking?” stuttered the astounded 
Mr. Quelch. 

“Cortainly, it ist T have rung you 
up, Quolch, because T left in so great 


a ‘hurry this morning. My. son tele 
phoned that he had landed, and I loft 
instantly to meet him here,” T am glad 
to say that I have mot him, ond he is 
well—ft and well. You will be glad to 
hear that, Mr. Quelch.”” 


“Undowbtediy, but——" 
“Bunter gave you my message, I 
presume?” 


3D bunter 2” 

“Yer, "Bless, my soul, is it possible 
that the boy did not give you my mes: 
ange, Me. Gulch?” 

“Bunter gave me no message. sir. 
T have not seen Bunter since T sent him 
to your study ‘during’ Arse: fessom thie 
maging” 

"Bless my soul!" 

I received your message by Win- 
gato— 

“Wingate! I have not spoken to 
Wingate this morning. Tlhave not scon 
Wingate! What do you mean, Air. 
Queleh?” 

‘Tho Remove master's hoad spun. This 
was too much for hin. 

"De. Locke!” ho gasped. “IT sup- 
poso 1 am* speaking to Dr. Locko!s I 
ertainly seem, to know your, voice. You 
you ‘ate at Southampton f 

eCorainy 

“Thon—then _ what—whomhow—" 
Mi, Quoteh ‘became almost incoherent. 
“Dr: Locke "Whene-when—ahen did 
sou leave Groyfriarst” 

“Daring frst lesson. ‘Buntor had just 
como to any study, and X gave hiin a 
message for you” 

Upon my word! You—you-yau left 
Grogfriots “duping the frst. leson?” 
bubbled Mr. Guolch, 

"Gertainty 1 

“But T spoke to you, si—I—1 spoke 
to you in your study, air, after: second 
lesjon— 

cs 

“in the moming broak, sir, T spoke 
to yon at your study doot——” 

eee ee, 

‘thera Is aoine trickery here!” ex- 

the Remone nate, You, Si 

Je fo two places at once. Af you 
fro indeed “Dr. Locke speaking it can 
pt, be Zou who, snqke GO me from Sour 
Muay this morning’ 

Beotdedly nok 
in, Mr. Quoteh? 


Are you—ore you 
‘Tho Head's tone 


seemed to imply that he yeally meant 
Ich been drinking { 

“No,” sir; Tam. only umazed— 

astounded—dazed, sir!’ ‘There is come 


‘trickery at work hero] Sir, if you are 
Dr. Locke speaking, and you have met 
M doubtless Perey Tocke is 


‘There was a panse, 
choery young man's ¥ 
over the wires, 


then a fresh, 
ice came (hrouisl 
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“Ave you there, Mr. Queleh? Do you 
Know my voice, my old friend, after I 
Taye beon away all this timo?” + 


"Sem etre guaped Me Quelch. “I 
know your voico, Mr. Perey. I am not 
Tikely to forget it, my deat lad, Your 


fathor is with you”, 

"Ho is bere now.” « 

‘on that proof! Somo impostor 
some wretched rogue and criminal—is, 
looked in your father's study at this very 
moment, “imitating Dr. Locke's voice 
swith such extraordinary skill that he 
has deceived everyone who has heard 

Now T understand why the 
‘opt £0 carefully locked. 
probably a burglar or thiet— 
seuse_me, I must go, instantly! He 
must be seized—arrested--—" 

Mr. Quelch hardly stayed to jam the 
receiver back on the hooks ere ho rushed 
from the room, He left the telephone 
rocking. 


‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
‘An Amazing Discovery ! 
HILLY BUNTER groaned. 
ite groaned digmally. 
Tho Owl of the, Remove felt 
that it was bard cheese. Dinners 
the most important event of the day, the 
central fact round “which the “whole 
universe, revolved, dinner was going 
ou, and Bonter was not there! Bunter 
Sras a prisoner in the Head's study. Onco 
iit reluge from classes, from ‘ickings 
from Qslehy,, it~ was now ‘his dismal 
prison Like he flighty: litle fly who 
Tralked into the spider's parlotr, he was 
inrand he could hot. got one 

‘after his series of amazing tricks he 
dared notsimply daved not t—lot it be 
Known that he hed ‘been in the study 
avail. Hle could mot—must ot be aces 
Ieaving the atudyy~ vai the thong ot 

aie ad ot Yep ‘hi to rn that 
Suful risk The flogging he hed esoa 
Hata aw mot compared wi he 

jogging, he. might expect, for playin 
uci a astounding sores of trcke—oven 
dinner. war not worth fy But ib was 
hard cheese?” Santer had beon, hungry 
tlter breakfast—that had ensed all the 
rouble, Seat dinnersime he wes 
iSmished, “He understood ands 

thised with, the feolinge of fellows loet 
Inopen boats at sea’ se the. dinner-hour 
slided by dinnerless, He knew now what 
Shy mia fel ike! 

Till the school had settled down for 
sfternoon classes he dared not venture 
fone 

Tiy that time he was likely to be in 
ravonows atte, moat on tho verge of 

Tut iLcoutd not be helped. 

He’ roamed "and. rolled” round his 
piste ely lac te fc thatthe 
fend vas far” avray. at Southampton, 
and sale for the asty wntlly to renee 
tind give the gateway, 

"That was Solace, as far as it wont 
at cat fo ie) gh allo was 
so feartully hungry. Missing clases 
‘vas all to the good, but Bainter would 
have  pesferred” even, tnathemation fo 


famine, More than once he thought, in 
his desperation, of chancing it; but 
some sound without warned him, as ho 


Jaid his fat, hand on the door, ‘that it, 
was not safe, and ho backed ‘into the 
study again.’ Not until tho Greyfriars 
crowd were busy in the Form-roome 
once moze could he venture forth. And 
then—then thero would bo a “grub 
* in the Remove studies that would 
previous records, 
Footsteps in the corridor again, Was 
everybody at Greyfriars coming to the 
Mead’ Really, it 


be | 


Bunter unlocked the Head’s door quietly, opened it a few inches, and blinked Into 
the corridor, The next moment, however, his-head popped back into the study, 
Ike that of a tortoise into Its shell ; fora few yards along the corridor was & 
window, and at that window stood Trotter, the House page, polishing the glass. 


Bunter’s heart thumped. 


(See Chapter 7.) 


secmed like. it, for this time the foot: 
stops came in @ swarm). Quite a crowd 
was. gathering outside tho Head's 
Studs, much to. Bunter’ surprise and 
alarm. 

Knock ! 

“Bless my. soul Who is there?” 
Bunter put on the Head's voice ag: 
{Kindly go away at once. “Tam very 


“Open, this door!” 
Bunter's heart thumped. Was ib 
because “the Head” had not left his 
study for lunch that this crowd had 
come along? 
go away! 
shall Tunch later — 
yl Upon my word, Mr. Queleh camo 
rout’s deep’ oI “Aro you 
ie sir, that you are not, mistaken 
‘That is cortainly Dr. Locke's voice.” 
Bunter started, “Did ‘that mean that 
Quelchy was getting suspicious? Of 


he rapped out. “Kindly 
T repeat that Iam busy; I 


old, Bunter know that Quefchy was a 
downy old bird. 


not mistaken,” 
Locke 
is al very 
memont.” 
Bunter quaked, 
“th ho “doubt shout it, sin” 
vo ‘spoken 


that the Head 
Ho saw 


left early in his car. 
A 


KI" said Mr. Prout. 
certainly seems to placo the matter 
Beyond doubt. But the x 


“The voice is undoubtedly remark- 
ably like the Head's, but it cannot be 
the Head's voice, as "Dr. Locke is now 
in Southampton,” came Mr, Quelch’s 
icy tones. “Some wretched impostat— 
some eriminal—has obtained admission 
fo the school, {have littlo doubt thet 
hhe hes robbed tho Head’s safe, and is 
now waiting for an opportunity of 
escape.” 
“Very probable, sir, very probable,” 

said Mr. Prout. '“Indoed, the scoub- 


Gi0l gan scarcely havo apy other motive 


for this extraordinary. im 
Bunter leaned on tho 
searcly_ breathing. 


's table, 


Knock! 
“Open this door, whoever you are!” 
id Mr. Quelch grimly. “T'warn you 


not to resist arrest; you will be seized 
and handed ovor £6 the police, 
point 


Every 


is guarded, and you cannot 


“Will you unlock this door, 
scoundrel. or shall it be forced? 
manded Mr. Qnolch. 

Bunter groaned, 


you 
do- 


Tho game was up now, with a ven- 
geancol ‘This was worte’ than misting 


He rolled hurriedly to the window, 


Ab any risk, now, he had to got out of 
the Head’s study before the door was 
forced. 


But a glance from behind the window 
curtains ‘made him jump back. 
"Tue Macser Lrsnany,—No, 942, 
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Outside, there was a swarm of Groy- 
friars fellows, 

Evidently the-alarm had spread; all 
Groyftiars, knew that some unknown 
person—probably 8 burglar—was 
hidden in the Hoad’s study, no doubt 
robbing tho sale! 

Really it was not so bad as all that! 


But that was the most natural suppo- 


seniors, and Mr. Biimbl 
and swarm of tho fifth, 
the seniors was an army of juniors, all 
watching eagerly, all Keon to lend a 
hand in collating the unknown scoun- 
del, if he attempted to escape by the 
window. Harry Wharton, & Co, wore 
thote, half the Remove with them, and 
fa -awarm’ of the Fourth and the Shell. 

Bunter backed away from the window. 


‘There wes no escape, that : 

In desperation, he tought of the chim 
ney! But there was a blazing fire in 
grate! 


“Oh dear!” groaned the Ow! of the 


et 
“For the last time” camo Mr. 
Ieh's grim voice. “Will you unlock 
this door, you seoundeel 7” 

‘Tho “scoundrel? was not likely to 
unlock the door. Bunter made no 
Answer—it was. useless to mimio the 
Head's voice further, now that the egcrot 
waa out. Of all that crowd of ‘Groy- 
fejars fellows, not one, was likely to hee 
his master’s ‘voico”—in the circum: 


Gosling” 


“Yessir?” 

“You will force the lock, Gosling. You 
haye your, tools.” 

Yessir.” 
lOp,orikey ©” mipaned Bunton, ae Cow 

ing began-operations on the lock of the 
Head's door. 

He blinked wildly round the study, 
dhis eyes almost starting through his big 
epectacles. Almost, he forgot that he was 
hoary! 

‘Crack! Creak! Creak! 
Crack! . 

‘Phe Jock was strong, bub it was giving! 
In a few minutes the door would be 
open And. then—— 

Bunter dived under tho Head's weit- 
ing-table, ‘There were flaps to that table 
Sthich Jot down when not in use, Bo- 
tween the flaps Bunter was well hidden 
from sight, 

Really, there wae Jittle to hope from 
taking cover, ‘Tho study was certain to 
be searched.” But it was a ease of apy 
port in a storm. Perhaps Bunter in- 
Qulged a wild hape of being overlooked 


Groan! 
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at all events, ho was postponing. the 
awtul moment of discovery. 


‘The door 4 

© oor flew open. 

ataloren, dese Qualeh’” came 
r. Prout portly voice. He, may be 
Stinedie may have frcerms! Take 
caret 


Unhoeding, Mr. Quelch strode into 
the Head's dy. * 

‘Mr, ‘Prout followed him in, and Mrz 
Capper, and Wingate of the Sixth, and 
several niore hefly seniors. ‘The zest of 
ihe crowd blocked tho doorway, ready 
for a despprate rusk on the part of the 

"But the scoundrel ‘as not 40 be seen! 

Me, Guelch slaged round tho siudy. 


shut—ho has not 
said Mr, Capper. 
in, concealment!” oxclaimed 


“He is 
Mr. Prout, “The scoundrel has hidden 


himself! Take care—he may be armed! 
‘One moment while I get the poker.” Tho 
Fath" Form ‘master “grabbed up. the 
avy poker from the grate. “Now 
‘am ready for thd villain!” 
qeSgtreh throne the stadt" sai Ms, 
“Come forth!” roared, Mr. 
Scoundrel, come forth!” 
"he scoundrel did not come forth, 
"Under the table, I think, sir,” 
Wingate, ‘There's no other place, You 
fellows stand ready to,collar hit while I 
pull the, table eves.” 
T hear him” exclaimed Mr. Prout, 
ing the poker. “Drag away tho 
Eble, Wingate, and’ will stend ready! 
Twill brain him if he lifts a fingor— 
before He can use his covolver—" 


tow 
‘Wingate grasped the table and 
whirled it away: There was a yell of 


terror from_tho revealed scoundrel, 


Prout. 


“Ow! Keop him oft! Keep that 
poker away! Yarooooooh !” 
“BUNTERIY 
“Great Christophor Columbus!” 


gasped: Wingate, 
“Santor sbrieked Mc 
“Buntor!” Went i 


Quetch. 
yell down the 


corridor. 
“Bunter! It's Bunter!” 
Mr. Quelch gazed spellbound at the fat 


junior. Mr. Brout, with a rather shoop- 
ish look, dropped the poker into the 
fender with a’ clang. Evidently that 
Weapon’ of war was not required. 
“BB-Bunter!” — slammerod Mr, 
welch. Can I ‘believe my eyes! 
unter, is—-was anyone else in this study 
vwith you?” 


“Yes, sit! No, sir! Ob, sir! 


II 


Lnever—” 
“Stand up!” bawled Mr. Quelcti 

Billy Bunter quaked to his feet. 

“Bunter! 1s Bunter—Bunter,of the 
Remove! It's Billy Bunter!” the 
fellows in the corridor woro yelling, and 
word passed out to the eager crovid in 
the ‘quadrangle. 

“Bunter !"_ howled Bob Cherry 


“Oh, my hat! That's whore’ Bunter 
agg the timo, then? gesped Peter 
“Buntor! Great pip!" 


The Bunterfulness ts terse.” 

“Bunter!” stutiored Harry Wharton 

‘punter! ‘The giddy ventriloquist! You 

remember his game yesterday 1a 

ing the Headetoatt te Buntors 
ide vonteiloquie— 

PGfa. ha, hal” 

“Oh dst gasped Peter 

svilbe tho death af ine" 
“T fancy Quelehy will be the death of 
bim—or jolly near it.” 


“Bunter 


“Ha, he, ba!” 

Tho roars of laughter echoéd in the 
Head's study. But in that apartment 
there was no merriment. Billy Bunter 
stood quaking before his incensed Form 
master. 

““Buntor!” Mr, Quelch’s voice almost 
soomod to bite. “Bunter! Ttwitmit 
was you! Youl You have been locked 
in the Head’s study during his absence 


No, sig) 
Nae 

“I—I mean. yes, sir—” 

“You have imitated the Head's voice, 
Eromonber now trated here bad © 
Punish you for similar trickery, though 
Bivor butore have ou renrurad TD pIAy 
tricks involving yollr headmaster. Upon 
my word! This is almost beyond belief!” 

“tWrotched boy!” thundered » Mr. 
Prout. “It was you—you who answered 
me through’ the door, and made me be: 
lieve that Dr. Locke was speaking to ine 
discourteously.”” 

Re are! Ob, sie! on 


‘Yes, sir! 


‘ou gaapod Mr, Quolch, 
Oh: deat! rei the fact i, 
si I T mega, it seas 
inel ‘T'nevor did, site wouldn't 
Shistorod Hunter. 


“Rascal !” boomed Mr, Prout, 


‘Take that wretchell boy 


OW 


“Come along, Bunter,” said Win; 
dropping his hand on Bunter’s fat shou 

ers 

“ET say, sir—” 

“Silence!” Go!” 

And Bunter quaked and went, 

Groyfriars was in a buzz thet after. 
noon over the mystery of the Head's 
study and its amazing outeome. ‘Thera 
‘was only ono opinion on tho subject of 
Bunter—it was, as Smithy put it, Bunter 
for the long jump! Bunter, as a matter 
of certainty, would be “bunked ” from 
Greyfriars. ' The Ow! of the Remove, a 
dismal prisoner in the punishment-room, 
fwas of the same opinion, and fello 
thio passed neat his quarters heard dis. 
mal groans proceeding. therefrom. It 
‘was not a happy day for Bunter. 

No doubt it was fortunato for Bunter 
that tho Head, returning to Greyfriai 
with his son, was ina happy and ami 
Able mood—a mood to regard.even Bun 
‘ter’s heinous proceedings with a lenient 
eye. Certainly the Owl of the Remo 
hind fairly asked for tho “sack,” and it 
seemed certain, that he would get it. 
But under. the influence of Mr. Poroy's 
happy homecoming, the Head was unex- 
pectedly lenient. 

‘Bunter was not “bunked.’” How 


oF Billy Bunker's venteioquiam. Buster 
sras fed nate, "And the 
Bel of tho Remove was chiedly occupied 


with groaning, ‘whilo the rest of tho 
school were chuckling over the mystery 


of tho Hoadl’s study. 


‘TUE BND. 

(Phere will be another rattling fine 
yarn of Greyfriars nezt week, entitled : 
"ahe Feud With The Fourth!” by 
Frank Richards, Mind you order, your 
‘Maawer in good time.) 


AMSSTERY 1 Lionel Speedtoro ts discovered in the Ubvary tearing with savage energy the books from the selves 
What's he doing it for ? e = vay " ee 


2 


ig ¢ She CASE of 
co 2 \q iE LANGSDALE 
M | a OSPERERS 


Introduction on 
page 22. 


A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private 
investigator, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Drake, 


‘A Close Game ! “Goal—gocd shot, Curly!” sented uly aonaing epoca: Naver 

vi df ae ree—one! P in all his twenty-eight years of life ha 
EASED, Mond aed The Rangers were on their mottio he been handled so thoroughly. Ie 

Te ee swpperters wanted DOF; they were. determined that no stood staring at his reflection for ovet 


oii home, supporters wailed ore points should be notched during ton, minutes, 
ance; (an EE eesnrates, the remainder of tho inital half unleas "tha Jow rotters!” ho hissed. ‘The 
Why, it looked as if the Wanderers ‘hey were vetpand i ers ke chet Soar Ail make avers man-jack of the 

in Se teeta ee enna ers Givi side, And thelr determination bore sorry for this before I'm much older. 
would walk over thelr opponents: Foot: Fruita free kick a couple of, seconds’ I'N—- 
Z before the intorval bringing them into~ “Your bath 

Position to score ‘their eecond goal 

Bree Oe ath th Spoediow glanced savagely at tho sor 
angers wank! he Not go much in it after all, the wise: vant, and then, his fury socking an 
ind, THalCbacks were passed like 2 acres declared. an the tro teams came outlet, he picked up the decanter from 
many hopeless mariner er cbecks—hefty of the field, Bub theco came wiseacres the sideboard and hurled it at the inno- 
ving, and ‘the txo, {ull-backs hefty Wondered dow: much there. ‘ould have cont head of Turville, 
We olish., it was'one of the quickest heen init had Woodward and ‘Tiny Crash! ae 

ok foolish. Tt was one of the quickest Abbot been out of the rome team. And Turville dodged just in time, and the 
goals that hed ever been geoved {99% & feving conjured np = score resembling decanter slruck the door of the dining 
ek Yotala page from a cricket scorer's room and dropped in & shower of, glitter- 


hall, however, is full of surp 
this was proved a couple of minutes 
‘alter the ball had been kicked o! 


ready, sir,” Turville’s 


he Rangers went away the 


inside a minute and a half tho’ ball ¢ yom a 
ball ook, these old lovers of the king of ing pitces on to the carpeted floor. 

was drivuining its harsh note up sgainet \ucge games left it at that "5 of Mand before ‘Turville had rocovered 

the Heging atthe Beek of Whe Home . a from the shock, beforo he had time to 


ders net. ¢ 
‘And nd ong seemed more surprised 


xm 3 E + + congratulate “himeolf upon, lucky 


: jeab escape, Speedlow toro past him and 
than Reggie Raker, the goalkeeper. | Tionel Speedlow chartered « taxicab Mounted “the broad staircase.” Next 
“Oh, well played, Rangers! Feaeae ene aras tt Bante, distance noment camo tho sound of a key tuming 


played, sine! irom the Wanderer? ground, an 
fo ground rang °to, (he shouts of mtanded the astonished driver to 
shonsantis of throats as the ball slammed like tho dickens for the Rookery.” 


‘the lock as Speedlow eutered the bath 


room. 
‘Muttering under his breath to the 


home. Tn less than ten minutes the managin 

. i I effect that he was ing to give notice, 

Two one! ditoctor of the Langsdalo Club was hk Shek 20 eas going fe aa 
Afier the restart it Jocked for all the ing himself into the hor Turville, Old Turvile, stood staring down af she 

sectarian iors “would. ‘repeat butler, eyed his master in some surprise, ig picces of glass on the carpet 


for some minutes, until o ring at tho 
outer door-bell brought him up sharp. 
‘As ho swung open the massive oak 


ned servant though he was. 

“Bowt stand. there, ke a inns,” 
ised Specdloss, brushing past. him reap Capen the. miastee oth 
Se aaeeeched upon lim ax his eeremontously, “or Till fie you?” door a messengeroy smiled checkily at 
foot went out to the leather, but Abbot — Specdiow Yas looking “for someone Pin» 2nd Pesan’ © seme Sovennss 
oot A Suodntain of flesh Uist, could met upon whom he could vent his wrath, ond Midroned to, Fushand Soyer, Rea) 
he bowled over., Tho big hack's powerful tho butler happened to be the first seape- {1 "ioe, WSntS lated the fetter on tho 


sight oF Laves: Kone, silver salver on the oak hall-se 


Thome audionee “Bardon, 
: feseougle Porhnps if he had. known the contents 
seemed surprised when they saw. the he coughed. ope rh if he bad known th 


jjall sailing almost up to the penalty “Don’t stand there bark imore particular a3 to w he loft it 
ive in the coetny. hal and talkin" like & parrot? hare, particular 0510 hare ie iP ae 
Tut faces were soon aglow around low. “Get out my grey auit. vant thought no more about it as he 
ihe touchtines when it was seen “that get my bath ready 1” busicd himself with cloa up the 
Curly "Taylor was on to that dropping — Turville hastened to obey, what pieces of the broken decanter: 


Tut, Lionel Speediow, resplendent in a 
nw stit-and n complete change of linen, 
Suv that Jetler addressed to his cous 
Tieenty minutes Tater, end his curiosity 
keiiing the etter of him, he stooped anvl 
TS neitly picked it op. 


That thrilling twee for goal, ond, the tr 
point it had brought them. ‘But ‘Ti 
‘rbot, the full-baek, caine to the reseue. 


ie!” mattored Turville, and 


" Tike a dog 
aved Speed 
‘And—an 


Rime at the. requisite 

oll tasked away. and scraped. of the sidebourd- 
lceneatly tho crossbar.” ‘The ‘Roal- © “Good gad! muttered th 

eepor'mada @ fulile attempt to save of the Rookexs. Te 


it but all he got for his pains was a have the polies on thei ‘The writing an the envelope conveyed 

hist cnmad bath as he landed en all mons the lot for assault. othing f0 hie pryinge eyes, for the name 

fours iy a pool of enft-earth and rain vhy il address were printed, in capital 
No, 042 


wane ‘Yay MaGxet TApeary. 


2% TABLE FOOTBALL GAMES AWARDED FOR PRIZE PARS. ! 


SEE. “CHAT"! 


Ietters, But inside two minutes his 
fingers were busy fumbling with the edge 
‘of tho envelope. 

Ho had just drawn the singlo folded 
ghoct of paper from its interior when 
there camo an imperious summons on 
the door-bell, Stuffing tho letter and 
the, envelope. hastily into. his jacket- 
pocket, Speedlow sting open the door. 
iif started guiltily as ho camo faco to 
face with Fervors Locke, 

“xh, ood-atternoon, Mr. Specdlow!” 
smiled’ the great detective, noting at 
foneo thas guilty start and the faint 
euudgo of Grimson that camo and went 
in Speediow's face. "1. wondered 
Whether I should find you at home,” 

avon‘ on come init 

low licked Bis dry Hips. Somo- 
how or other, he never fo at eazo in the 
presence of this deteative with the Iym 

"No, thanks,” roplied Locke, easily, 
oy mecely called 0 aay Ghat the quil 
pon and the piece of blotting-paper T 
Took away with mo the day before yester- 
day ate now in tho possession of Scotland 
Yard. "When they are returned rests 
with the officials there.” 

“Oly those !" smiled Speediow. “You 
needn't have bothayed to call about such 
famall thing ea that, Mr. Locke.” 
Ts the emall things that count in 
this. world,” roplied the detective, with 
a postin ate, Bul as I old nysll 

fponcible for taking them from here, L 
{hgh ib ight to aequaint you of what 
had happened to” them, small as” the 
articles are.” , 

"As ‘he. spoke tha detective's eyes 
roamed casually over Speediow's well-cut 
suit, and they steeled iinpercoptibly es, 
fora fleeting second, they came to rest 
on the portion of an envelope that pooped 
‘ut of Speedinw’s jacket-pocket. 

‘Bhero was nothing: surprising or extra. 
ordiviary in the fact that Speedlow should 
fave an envelope in his pocket, but that 
the namo onthe envelope should bo 
“Richard ‘Taylor, Bsq.,”containly was 
surprising. Knowing the bad fecling that 
‘etistod betswoen the two cousins, Ferrers 
Locke began to wonder how it was 


Sheediew came to bo in possession of 
something evidently belonging to Curly 
‘Taylor. 


‘Rnd then in-a flash ho remembered tho 
gully stat Bpeedlow had given as the 
3 had been opened. 

Birange thoughls posed through the 
Aetective's mind as ho stood smiling in 
the doorway—thoughts that fashed end 
‘wore gone in a couple of seconds. 

“Well, T'l be off, Mr. Speodlow,” he 
aid, with a genial smile.“ Good-day !” 

‘Speediow. murmured. something, and 
shut the door after his departing visitor. 
‘Then, as the detective's foot crunched 
through the gravel drive, Specdiow 
entered the dining-room, and, seating 
himself in an. armchair, pulled out the 
letter intended for his cou 
“And 3 he read the peculiar and start 
ling mossage on tho single sheet of note- 
PE bia loco wont white and strained, 

is Hands shook; for in # spidery hand, 
{raced in block capil 
ing words: 


“LOOK BETWEEN THE PAGES 
OF ‘NICHOLAS NICKLEBY* 
AND YOU WILL FIND A WILL 


Is, wero the follow. 


LEAVING THE “ESTATE “AND 3; 
KOnTU 


EB 
TH DECEASED MARCHANT 


“FROM A FRIEND.” 


ight well have. S} 

for in his mind's eyo he alr 

uw hitnself deprived of tho vast fortine 
‘Tue Macxer Liprary.—No, 942. 


that hed como his way—already saw his 
reigning in his stead over 


‘old house, 
iN NeNicholas Nickleby,’ ” ho mute 
tered, and beads of perspiration broke 
‘out upon his brow. “Heavens! What 
Fucks stroke that made me pile up this 
jotter 


He glancod about him furtively, for fi 


fear that someone had seon hint givo way 
to his terror.» But the.room was deserte: 
save for himself, Certain it was he 
not see the face of Ferrers Locke that 
hhad peered in at the window—that had 
observed his every movement—that, had. 
witnessed those shaking bands and the 
Took of terror, for the face of the famous 
defective was withdrawn a second before 
Sprodlow hed glanced up from tho letter 
Pulling a silk handkerchief from his 
pocket Speediow mopped his brow, and 
then sat. staring dumbly into the. fre. 
‘Tho realisation of what that letter meant 
to him, if it weregtrua, if Curly once got 
hold of it, brought hin to his feet, ex- 
gitedy.. ‘The envelope was frst cast fo 
the flames, and a sardonic grin spread 
ever Speodlon’s, taco as ho watched it 
urn. Perhaps he spent top. much time 
Watling the’ envelope burning, for he 
paid but alt as much attention to, tho 
jettor containing that, all-important 
news. Tt was tossed on the fire, and tho 


geroomn, 
he brary, ho muttered, | 
court, Tit find “that wile TH s00 


‘whether my cousin will rob me of every- 
thing, the worm 
In his haste to find the volume, Speed- 
low’ naturally’ thought “only ‘of the 
brary, and once in thot apartment. ho 
carimenced, the hooks from t 
shelves as though his life depended on 
But the moment he had passed throug! 
the dining-room door the long french wine 


THE OPENING CHAPTER: 
At the. close of a match between the 
Wanderers and the Ireadeell PCy the home 
ceupon centering thelr dreasingtoom 
“ir the’ body of Marchant Taylor, the 
founder and maneging-tirector of the Wen 
Garena’ stretched ut on the, oor ah 
apparcutly Ifeless Reap. Knedling over him 
they eee Sanky Badger, the trainer, a 
ingking revolver in his hand. “Sonky ts 
ieewed of murdering the old man, but Re 
Stouthy denice the charge, and then, seleing 
‘tn opportune moment, bette from the dren 
Ingsooms The team pises ease, Bue Sanky 
thee ‘tiers. 
Dn returning to. the aressing-room the 
wrenacere tid hae ise, body of Motehant 
raylor hes mysteriously disappeared. 
Thuestigations lead t0\the finding of an 
anonymous Tetter received by ‘the old san 
he death couched. in the follow: 
obaY AT vivetmiery Wis 
Tho. police. theorise that the 
ion tn the work of @ vecret society, 
‘fone’ Secretary. engages. Ferrers 
invertigate the affair 


Locke to 
‘Meamehlle, after a deal of Tegal arguinent, 


Marchant Taylor's will in settled in farour 
Of his eldeat nephew, Lionel Speediow, who 
Freetves the entire fortune, with instructions 
to-allow Curly Taylor, his cousin, ten pounds 
ie week, on the understanding that he c 
tines to play ‘Jor, Longadate. Wanderers. 
Speediow, fu his net pole of managing 
Grrector, loses no time fy showing himsel? 
fn hie true colours; for, after a sets with 
Curly, Ne ereates & great sensation by nus 

ng tho of the team's. mort valued 
iyers A heated disewation taker place in 
The dressing-room prior. to" the Wanderers 
ext ‘mateh, and the deldyed game rakes 
the. ire of "the fifty, thousand. spectators, 
Speediow trier to pour oll on the. troubled 
leaters, but with no avail, for the angry 
crowd; resenting ‘hie rash’ detion. swarm on 
fo'the ield. oft ploy, and force, the tlegant 
dandy te make a hurried exit. ‘Then the W' 
erere Bek off, ond tinenty-fire minutes Tater 
tee goals are’ seared tn their favour? 

(owe read on, 


dow of that apartment was suddenly flung 
open and the stalwart figure of Fercers 
Locke trad ‘noiselessly into. the room, 
What had mde him came back the 

ig-roor window anid play the spy the 
great dotective hardly knew, but he was 
Conviheed now that something. of grext 
{mportance had been committed to the 


iamss 
Without loss , therefore, the 
sleuth-was geross the dining-roomn in two. 
strides. “His right hand shot out and 
fastened on tho burning letter that 
Speedlow had 20 carclossly: tossed into 
tho grate. His disengaged hand 
crumpled the hall-bufnt shest of paper 
to stop the flames from spreading over 


it. 

‘But what he had salvaged from tho 
fire was meagre enough in all conscience, 
for on tho strip of paper were the fol. 
lowing words: 


LOOK 

OF NICHOLAS 
YOU WILL FIN 

LEAVING 


theso meaningless words, for his 
business was io, make ‘himself 
scarco as quickly as possible, 
Carefully placing ‘the burnt aerap, of 
paper in his cont pocket, he darted to 
the french window, passed through it 
‘and closed it to, and then made his way 
by @ circuitous route out of the grounds. 
hhad he gained the main ron 
sof distant thunder: watted 
slowly. towar izection 
of the Langsdalo playing-ficlds. The ce- 
smiled grimly as he caught the 

senso of it, for it signalled someth 
noteworthy’ that hed happened in 
nic between the home side and Petor- 
‘As a matter of fact, Curly Taylor had 
started off to notch ahother goal for the 
inderers—five minutes before the long 


close, 

Backwards and forwards went tho 
play, one minute in the home half the 
host’ slmost. on tho gosiline of the 
visitors. Nover had game been fought 

it such a. pace. “And then, when 


ie had let themselves go. 
"Go it, Curly! 

“Curly's the boy for us! 

Curly was tho boy, He was specding 
towards tho Rangers’ goal I 

turn of speed surprising oven hin 
self. Ilis ears woro tingling with exci 
ment, his norves wero thrilling with the 
roars of encouragement from the crowd. 
But his football 
impaired. Ho knew that it w 
to pass to Woodward, his skipp« 
that redoubtable player was three 
at least in his rear. ‘Tho rest of the 
forwards were straggled out too in an 
umeven line behind him, He must go 
through on his own. 

Te was delightful to watch that passage 
through the defence. The burly contre: 
half came at him, his faco set with a 
deadly purpose. But Curly made as if 
to boot the ball straight at that set face, 
and for once in a way the centre-hall 
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was caught napping. Instinctively his 
head half tarned so that the foreg of the 
travelling ball should not catch him on 
the fip of his nose. - It was an old trick 
—frightening © men—and it worked. 
Curly sped roynd him like an eel, and a 
oar of laughter, anxious loughier, for 
all that, resounded through those four 
walls of humanity gracing the stands 
w 


ang terraces 
eyed sin 


"Ws 

“Oh, welll pl P 

Tyo half-backs came tearing down the 
(uef to meet this intrepid invader tg 
their territory ‘Two half-backs hurlec 
themselves ad him im. quick succession ; 
two half-backs met Mother Earth with 
more force than gracefulness; and two 
half-backs sprawling in a heap had the 
mortificatton of seeing theit erstwhile 
opponent racing goalwards. 

“That's the gate, Curly.’* 

‘owve gat ‘ert beat!” 

Now the full-backs were closing in on 
him; Curly saw them ‘signal to each 
‘other as he sped on. Tho right-back, a 
hulking fellow shambled forward like a 
mountdin in eruption. His feet seemed 
to spread out in all directlons, and those 
feet gave Curly fis opportunity. As 
they parted one to the pahty ‘the other 
to the left—he tapped. the if H between 
two massive Tegs, heard the muttered 
curse the back Jet fall from his lips, and 
then was racing tound the other side of 
tho fellow, the ball still at his feet, 

‘The crowd was in hysterics now. 
Never had steh wonderful “solo” faate 
ball been seen on the Langsdale ground. 

‘The reniaining yack Iuzched forward, 
feeling instinctively that hg was to be 
beaten. Perhaps the wish was father to 
the thought, de him look 
foolish in tRe shart skirmish for posses- 
sion that ensued, and he sped on with 
only the goalkeeper to beat now. He, 
voor fellow, little liked the responsibility 
that rested on his stalwart shoulders. If 


lio failed to stop the shot that was gom- 
ing he Knew fulF well that after the 
match thigra yould be heaps of people. 


ager and willing to tell hizn how "they 
‘vould have stopped it.” 

fe dauosd up eng dove: ti 
Tike’ ¢ Jacksinthe-Bon, knowing wot 
whether iewould he Better policy fo ste 


ae 


Here'a a tpnotch 
ond.» aplenaid 


dian’ head 
colour 


TREE 
ed 
‘This fll pager te packed with 
aries of ashool io ‘and 
Aaventure ad {ony COLOURED ple 
‘Ninen, Moar mtye thlp weak’ apeclal 
eitesumnben, Ane for 


OMI LEE ® 
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there or como out. And with every pass- 
ing second of his Hesitation that curly: 
headed youth in the royal blue jersey 
drew nearer. 

‘Ah, ‘Curly was soen to. steady himself 
for his shot. "A great silence tested on 
hg. Blty ‘thousand. people present, a 
slinoe that the. netapeper’ reporters 
made full play on shen they camo £0 
ene up their copy.” It could almost be 
lt, 

‘The goslkeenor anticipated the direc- 
tion fn which the ball would come io 
saw that Curly's foot, was shaping t0 
deive the ball in the tighthand side of 
tho” net. ““Anstously, the. custodian 
flaahed'a lool in that direction, to To- 
assute himgelé. that he hadn't’ ander- 
estimated, the distance. ‘Then, just 

iary's right foo! was about to. me 
the leather and send. it on its fateful 
journey, a startling thing happened. 

With inoredibla swifthess. the. young 
forward changed fect. Some thera were 
in that vast spéctatorate. who. sifently 
censured Taylor for his folly, but they 

sed with overmugh Mth oF 


optimism. 
Folly oF not, that suddon change threw 
tie, complet 


stands to thein ory ns. Spec. 
ators young And old were waving their 
Hats, were. yalllog themselves Boarse. 
Rates and trumpets with which, the 


rounger miembBers fh the sx stands 
tea ‘oaghinth provide ‘teltven 
gent forth 


thels ‘ereeching notes of 
geclamation; gud to tho mids of it all 
Gurty “felt Strang. and | Woodhrard 
deliver two heacty thumps of congratu- 
ations on hie youthfu) Back. 

“Well done; Curly Boy ?” 

The remaining three minutes of pley 
gre nob worth reeggding. ‘Bho Rangers 
were completely domoraliyed ‘by, that 
solo effort of Chety Taylor's, aud they 
muddled and fuddled with the bal& untib 
the calb of time. 

And then, as the teams trudged off 
tile field of Battle, for a Battlo of the 
giants it had been, the crowd fey them- 
elves go once more, ‘They Mad had 
their moneysworth—more then their 
nioneysworth; they hed experienced an 
afternoon's entertainment that was not 
likely to be repeated: for many years to 
come: Starting with @ wait of shiry 
prinutes, followed by a itd vagehng of 
the new nianaglug-dtrector of the club 
they supposted, theso footer fans had 
wound up their afternoon witha gamo 
that would rank as one of fhe most 
historic in Association football. 


foundati 


No wonder Gaety Taylor At lated 
yrith nimeetfps Hs cama gub of thy dress: 
ing-room. Elation was in the air. 
the Spgedlows tn ttle world ‘coulg not 
dang it. ‘Phus it he: entéred the 
Rookery, feelytg pleased with [if in 
Eovoral and Ennghdale.foojex tn par. 


feular. To bis geperosity ho quired 
of Turville where We Was, OBGer 
1, tell hint thgb the Rangeys hac been 
peat Forgetting fy ted heen pars that 
algw Sa nh ingly to fa sary i 
Rested wither the Reagers ad be 
beaten or whether the V rers hac 
been blown sky Bigh for that matter. 
‘s in the fibvary, ste.” said Tv 
vinta Reuctiog hfe wonse, HF go nays 
what he's doing, 1 higrent tad the 
nerye to go fn there, But F can hear 
bio minttering to himself, Between you 
‘and me, sir, I shouldu’t wonder if Mr 


Speodlow ign’t'a bit woozy in the head.™ 

“"Wooay?” quoried Curly. 

“Potty, simsloony! Every now and 
then T've heard a thump on ihe-floor, a3 
if he's smashing something.” 

Curly laughed at the old man’s 

“Why, you're imagining things, Tur- 
ville” he'chuckied. 

“There ain't no, imagination about 
that ‘decanter which the master hurled 
at me!” ho said, jerking his thumb in 
the pet of the broken decaiter that 
now reposed on the sideboard. 

‘And to Curly,the old sérvant quickly 
gained how Mit Secarute baaccdnte 

‘Curly listened in amazement, 

“Tha cad I" ho said “Really, Spoede 
Tow is the limit! “Hallo! What's——” 

Ho broke off and. stood listening as 
there came the sound of something heavy 
falling on tho floor of a room not far 
aw 


at's him!” said Turville, looking 
‘sfougda'as het puted 
Lee ee h 
fil go and sco what's happening,” 
id Coty Kiting hie brow 
And, followed by the ‘nervous servant, 
he strode, towards the door of the 
Ubary. As fo stood for a moment hesi- 
tating outside ho. heard for himself the 
nutigrings of his cousin, followed by the 
Tending oF paper. 

Avighovt ether 9go Curly thrust ons 
the door of the Litvary and looked in. 
Als astonishing sight mot bis gaze. Tho 
contre of tho" room, was littered. with 
Books of alt sorte and sizep that had been 
tora fram the shelves af tho. bookcases 
engage ah of he brary. 
booke 


sc 
be 


mage, its glass doors smashed to 
smitheresna, rested at. an nncertain angle 
against 9 pile of classteab works thot hed 


Been the appto of old tren Taylor's eye. 
‘And at ono end of the room, standing 
bofore a range of selves that had been 
‘iemcdld’ of thole” contents, eet 
Liotiel Speedtow, « maniscal light in his 
exene I his hands was s book that ho 
frad ‘half gm. through, the entry of lis 
cousin. Raving arrested him in bs work 
of dest eee 
aight of Curly, Speedlow's jax 
avoongd Mts oyee opstiod ida ike toes 
of a" hunted Animas, and then ‘passion 
urged over him. in’ a. terrifying. whitl 
that eauted Curly invqhantarily to start 
back, 
“Mfou!” sereamed Speedlow, his hands 


working, convutsiyely at. the damaged 
hook, "Get out!” ‘Bis voice rose toa 
shriek. "Get out, of Till kill'yout 


Speedlow Schemes Revenge 1 


JONEL SPERDLOW — looked 
capable of killing anyone at that 
gioment, “bub Curly never 
fAfnched. 

“What's the game, cousin Lionel?” he 
asked caully. 


“Gamo¥” shrisked Spoedlow, foam 
gatherfa at the corner of his ‘mouth. 
By Harry 

Bolorg Girly kaw what was happen. 
ing the book Speedtow had been, holding 
flew through the air. It. caught Carly 
full between tho eyes and mameutarily 
blinded him. ‘Then, befor be could 
Mod raves ‘could ftatrons, Speed 
riled Turville cou! sven, - 
{ov leapt at his cousin and dragged itn 
to the floor, 

‘Phoco, nest, fow maments Curly war 
nt Hey fg forget a hie relies, “ie 
seemed do a babe th tho savage, manticel 

is cousth. » And betiveen the 
dlow raed upon him came 
incoherent talk. 


strength of 
tion 
patches 
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“You'd take it sway from me— The 


book! You young cub— Mine—all 
"Ry abeigstel deomucstaly shat 

ly jesporately to shake 
off the grip his consin had fastened 


d his throat, and hit out with all 
strength at the rage-distortod fa 
‘Sent above him, But, for once in 2 way, 
Speetlow vas lind’ and insonsible. to 
pain. 

“Then it was that Turville recovered 
higpower of movement. With a, muffled 
ong he sprang upon, Speodiow’'s back, 
and, getting @ powerful grip round tho 
Younger man’s neck, gradually drow his 
head brok. "It'gavo Curly tho respite ho 
neefed. ‘Those choking fingers relaxed 
their strangling hold; with 
desporate psy Curly sent his cousin 
reeling backwards, 

‘Thudt 

sg he fell Speediow’s head came into 
contact with tho floor, and he collapsed 

“Heav eile. 
"He's not——” 

Curly sensed tho meaning of the, 
finighed sentence, and bent over hi 
cousin, 


,aquavered old Tu 


“tHe's all sight!” he muttered. “Just 
partially stunned, I think, But. what 
do you make of it all, Turville? Has he 
gone potty’ 


“Lor bless me, sir!” answered the 
Qld servant, ‘with ’a shake of tho head. 
“He seemed reg'lar erazy, didn't he?” 

“T should leave him to. get over it,” 
said Curly, straightening his tio, as Tur- 
ville knelt down beside his master. “No, 
no, Turville; do as I say! Let the 
fellow look aftor himself. If he found 
you hanging round when he came to 
Teed siobatly Ute soar head of Bash 

‘Washing his hands in invisible soap, 
th old servant hurriedly withdrew, AS 
a Matter of fact, ha had no great desire 
to be near Speediow when ho recovered 
from that blow on the head—and a 
angmnory of the broken decanter helped 
to speed his aged footsteps below stairs. 

yhen he had gone Curly stood looking 
down at his cousin, a thoughtful expres: 
sion upon his clean-cut features, 

‘Jolly rammy'” he reflected, _ “Now, 
what the thamp was cousin, Lidnel look: 
ing for? ‘That he was hunting for some- 
thing is obvious. Why, he’s ruined the 
library 

hut no solution would como to Curly, 
puzzle his wits as he might; and, with a 
sliruig of the shoulders, ho passed out of 
the room, 

Tt avas some five minutes before Spocd- 
low recovered complete consciousness. 
Ho sat up and stared about him, in be- 
wilderment. ‘Then, ‘tnemory ‘came back 
to him’ with » Hood of passionate rage. 

Ho scrambled to his fect and swayed 
ungtepaly, 

“The Book!” he muttered. “The 
young hound mustn't get that book!” 

He pulled hitigelf up sharp, ss though 
fearing his wor might “have “been 
overheard, But the house, save for him- 
self, was deserted, Turville, having 
hhastenod down to the town to interview 
a friend, while Curly, in accordance 
with 2 previous arrangement, had de- 
cided to give Ferters Locko a fook-in. 

Having satisfied himself that the 
house was -deserted, Speedlow im- 
taediately made tracks for the study. A 
small bookoase stood in the corner of 
the apartment, and with scant ceremony 
Speedlow toro the hooks from its shelves 
and scanned the titles of each volume. 

But the book fe sought was not 
amongst tho number, and with a 
muttered curso ho, retraced his steps to 
the dining-room. ‘There he poured him- 
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sclf out a stiff’ moasuro of spirit, and 
then ‘settled down in the big"arnichaie 
before the fre. 

wWhiat «fool Tam!” he muttered 
thiokly. | “For all T know that con- 
founded letter might have been a hoax, 
Bah! Dye turned out every blessed 
book in tho house! Someone playing & 
practical joke, T expect.” 

‘Bul forall thes tensusing thoughts, 
something “kept on: hammering “int 
lowe brain that the missing. book, 
when found, would reveal all that tho 
Teller of the anonymous tetter had said, 

"If the worst comes to the. worst,” he 
muttered moodily, “Pil fre the blessed 
touge That. wil sto Bs, Nicholas 

ickleby, anyway!” 

sThg (dba Soeted to_ plone i the 
more ha ruminated upon it, and then 
His thoughts reverted’ to. the affair of 
the ‘aftetnoonto ‘his ‘ankppy “debut 
amongst the Langsdale folk. 

How L hate Shem hg, ground, out 
betwitt clenchod teeth. “they "adore 
football in Langsdalo, do they? Well, 
Til touch those Langadale curs that thet 
can't. handio” Lionel Spoadiow with 
impunity 1 TH pull dows thete footer ! 
Til meke the name of the chib stink in 
tho nostrils of everyone connected with 
Mat wielons ineghit wien: helped 

ft vicious thought also helped to 
restore Lionel Speediow to. a state of 
food-humour, and. then his" thoughte 
Bestened on iis cousin again, 

‘And as for that whelp, Il put him 
away 

‘Of & sudden Speedlon’s eyes gleamed 
canning. Ersont Why hada he 
thought of that before?” A dose of 
prluon Tife would knock all the conceit 
Sut of his cousin. 

‘And it could be worked. Speedlow 
knew. enough about “frame-ups” to 
tell "him that, propérly handled, a 
charge could. be feked for” Curly’s 
gzreit bones For a fom poment 
jonger Speedlow sat musing before the 
firey then, of 2 sudden, be jomped to 

{PiLtrot round and seo Marlow,” he 
muttered. "He'll work the trick for 

‘Pho “trot round” meant a_journoy 
to London, but that was not sufficient to 
dismay Lionel Speodlove, for his ium. 
Peluous nature drove iin into action 
tite moment a thing suggested itself as 
being worth, while, 

Ta lest than. Ave minutes his two- 
seater car. was snorting outside tho 
garage door) five minutes tater and it 
tras racing trough the gates at the end 
of the drive. A’beam of light from a 
treat lamp sotélod for a few ssconds on 
Speedlow's face as the car was, swung 
out on to the London road,” ‘The expres: 
Slon‘on it sas ono of anticipant triumph 
that Boded iil for the peace of mind of 
Curly Taylor, 


‘The Anonymous. Letter. 
46] EATS mo, guv'nor!” 
‘Pho. exclamation proceeded 
from tho lips of Jack Drake. 
Locke's boy assistant was 
seated before. a blazing fire, a. scrap of 
burnt paper in his hand. ‘There was a 
corkscrew twist in his brows that more 
than indicated puzzlement. 

Ferrers Locke, eoated opposite his 
youthful assistant, nodded grimly, 

Tt was half an hour since ho had 
Pltyed the burglar ab tho “Rookery. 
With all speed ho had hastened back 
his suite of rooms at the Princes’ Hotei 
<about a quarter of mile from the 
Rookery—bent upon reconstructing, it 
possible, tbo message which had’ so 
alarmed Lionel Speediow. 

“So you can’t make any sense of it, 


my tad?” be remarked, more to himself 
than to Drake, 

“Only 
ruofully, 
paper 
wordst 


nonsense,” replied Drake 
surveying, tho fragment of 
‘which contained the followin, 
“LOOK . . . OF NICHOLA! 

FIN ‘LEAV- 


tiy'Y didn't get more 
of that message,” suid Ferrers Locke, 
bis long tapering fingess, esting -& 
tattoo against cack other, ““éor 1 have 
not the slightest doubt that the leiter, o 
message, Was addressed to Curly Taylor. 
That it’ contained some very alarming 

vrae obvious by the general une 
tasiness of his cousin,” 1 don’ trast that 
fellow Speodiow —" 

“Tyust him!” exclaimed Drake with 
some heat, "I should jolly well think 
ot! Personally I woulda’t trust, hint 
round the corner with « ha’penny.” 

"Bethaps ought to give “young 
‘Taylor the tip,” muttored the detective, 
Bu tathet fancy be will be along 
shortly. 

"Good ” oxolaimed Drake, “Perhaps 
ho will be able to help us, i must eon 
fess that I cant make much ‘of this 
message except ——" 

ReaD” aaid ko gentl 

“Hxeept?” said Ferrers Locke gently. 
fell Buv'oors T tent mppeee vould 
ontertain’ the, notion for a moinent, 
otherwise you'd have remarked upon 18 
yourself but-—" 

“MiBxcept?” repented the detective, a 
smile playing at the ‘corners of ‘his 
mobile fips. 

SFBxcept that tho message—or what 
wo have of it~gives me the impression 
Of having been written by the merchant 
‘ho sent Marchant ‘Taylor that cheerful 
Tittle note announcing his fate.” 

Ferrers Locko, eat bolt upright. 
ive mo the fetter!” 
re was a tense note in his voice 


a 
which Drako noticed and marvelled at, 
for Locke seldom allowed emotion of 


any Kind to disturb him, 
Sea rorats aE pac Wha ARVO ES 
the detective, and for several minutes 
dead silence zeigned in the room. ‘Then 
Ferrers Locke looked up. 

“Now ‘the letter. that was sent to 
Merchant ‘Taylor,’ ho said eagerly. 
“You'll find it in the, secret compart- 
mont of my razor-case.” 

Drake rose to his feet with alacrity, 
come of his chief's enthusiasm spurring 
him on, Ho knew tho secret compart 
ment in Locke's razofcase—a. ‘very 
simple “hiding-placo for anything | of 
documentary" importance—which the 
detective often used when travelling. 

Inside wo minutes Drake had. re- 
turned to the sitting-room with the re- 
aquired paper. 

“Ah!” ‘The moment Ferrers Locko 
compared tho writing of the two mis- 
sives that ejaculation escaped him, 

In formation the printed capitals were 
‘oxactly. tho same, the only. difference 
bebreon the two’ writings lay in the 
fact that whero one was thick and bold 
tho, other—tho burnt scrap—was thin 
ang epigery 

fad, 


‘ou've hit th eight nail on 
a ereers Locke at length 


Locke shook his head. 
“E think not,” he replied, and his eyes 
gloamed strangely. “If I could only 
Tearn where the second letter was posted 
T should have a story that would eauso 
‘a great sensation.” 
“Then you, think—” began Drake. 
Ferrors Locke's roply was, strange to 
say, tho least indicative that he had, 
pethaps, said more than he intended. 
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What's the game, Cousin 
Lionel?” asked “Curly coolly. 
“Game 1” shtleked Speedlow. 

By Harry. ‘Before Curly, 
knew what was happening the hook 
Speedlow had been holding flew 
through the alr, It eaught Curly 
full between the eyes and momen- 
tarlly blinded him. Then, before he 
eould recover from the shock, 
Speodlow leapt at him. (See page 28. 


SREINOGE ce taco fens He know Robey gcW¥a, must Keon, a close “Explain! 

hit Drake's faco: fell. Ha know atch an Sheesiow rom nowt on, ‘Awd — Cucig drew Ina deap breath and got 

instinelively that Ferrers Locke had in- I'l have a talk with young Curly when a Cuitle soto of hignelf as he wased 

iced hit upon ‘a likely theory, and tho ho tire ‘up fomnight, "ius “for” the ay the reassuring’ foce. of tho great 

isd was all'agow to eharo't manent wow enenvour to neco tor Stier 

Feriors Locke noticed his assistant’s ether, from Imagination, « miotago on “el £ camo home from { 

Alsappointanont: and sailed. tho lines wo have just remarked upon, gout ah hour ago,” he said, “and dis- 
pists ~~ tihng oe te ae B with ine hey wept SUSU At Nout agey” Me s4id, Vand de 

gonile: "Fou shall be he frat toby YO; REYG on this torn pices of paper.” | out the, books from the abelves of tho 

Fie tee nl bg, the frst ito be Good!" whooped Drake. “Much library,” 


fet lulo tho scoret, ‘This much Twill etter than a Gross Word puzzle, Nov ‘at swhooped Darke, his mind 
Se Pape GBBmeNE of the Thavo something to work upon.” fastening on one word in’ tbe. burnt 
Howe to-night was not feel poutve Detective and assistant drow up their fragment, “"Guv'nor, I've. got it!” 


Tn “the saine. chairs to the table, Botoro them thay Ferrers Locke's ayes glinted. 
ca the mocsage. that seemed to Placed tho torn. fragment of the letter Nicholas Nicklobe I” he ejaculate 
Marchant Taslors end, so yon which Cucly Taylor should, have. re: “Nicholas Nickleby!” he ejaculated. 
Torte wari 'on oing cowed, Aad for the next hour. hey "that’s ib, quran” exclnimel 
ed with the task of fling in the Drakes and "Curly Ta dre 
Siclan wots: re whether ho had bumped into’ another 
But tho task was moro difficult than Pir of lunatice, 
it looked: and the twain had made little “Wo must oxplain,” said the deter 
hoadway’ whon there came. a discreet tivo, Teaching for the fragment of the 
tap at the door, ‘The pageboy entered 
in” guower to. Korsors “Locke's invites : 
tion, and he presented a visiting cord. fetier which was, tneidentally, addressed 
Young Taylor,” said Ferrers ocko 


“Oh, good!” breathed | Drake. 
"Young Curly’s @ nico chap. I'd mm 
sooner sec him handling the old mi 
money than that waster Speediow.” 
you “will—one da,” sui 
‘Somehow I think iat th 
message, were it mado com- 


plete, would bring that about.” Haglan” anid) Ferrers Taylor's brow: 
an aside to Drake. Then: “Show ayloy's | brows 
“Toe deep for my id Drake, with inv wp.” qrrinkled fa “‘porplexity. “ Addressed 
a metal grin, "i don't, tet vou. ‘Tho pageboy departed and reappeared ¢@ me?” 
Savely yon ton't mean that thamessage sithin a few moments with Curly “Exactly! Only cousin, Lionel anpro- 
save directions as to where another ‘Taslor at his heels printed it thie afternoon before you ect 
Sill would bo “founda. later Will ‘errors Treks rego. to his fect ith eyes on it,” said Ferrers Locke. 
Feaving the old. man's money and 4 ‘smug and m greetitg. But Curly “Oh, my giddy aunt” ejaculated 
estates to voung Curly fected te bo Tabeuring Under sone exe Curly focbly. © Ry oad’s ina. whirl 
ea Locke sasied, Citement, for he paid but a seant heed with allthis! Bo casy with mo, Mr. 
not improbable,” he anewored, to eiher, ; Hockey an kindly explain whal i'n 
ai Senit!™ ejaculated Drake, "Get it off your chest.” said Trocke about,” 
‘ertaimy. “world ageount for eneouragingly as Drake piished forward And Ferrers Locks did, 
low wi hing tor destrop: the anes, a chait for tiw visor. "ow have Curly ‘Taylor listened in growing 
Mi ie aneinks dome it wo aceepe some seunational news for me, Curly?" wonder and intorost 
the weary, iat he will destroy ako "7 don’t knoys about sensational,” re “thon vou really think the writer of 
the will vliod “Ciniye 1a Taye is eter gay an to 
iniist confess that point worries from tho Roakers, which wr will -would he found?” 


nae.” Sak) Locke thomzld fill 


“Tht moment seems to hoe a lta cnet Lameany, 
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ho exclaimed as Ferrers Locke con- 
eluded his account. of how Speedlow 
hin destroyed the lettr. 

“But why will?” asked Curly. “Tt 
might have been a message about any. 
thing. Again it. might, be a practical 
joke on someone's part.” 

Ferrers Locke chuckled. 

“TW’s, no practical joke, my lad,” he 
5 The writer of that lotter is very 
‘well’ disposed towards you—vers. well 
disposed. How I reach that conclusion 
{heed ‘not explain at, this juncture. 
But let us tako the words on this frag- 
ment. of the message, It commences 
with “LOOK,” is followed by ‘OF 
NICHOLAS,’ by ‘YOU WILL FIN," 

‘LEAVING, by ‘OF THE, by 

“Which is all double Dutch to me!” 
grunted Curly. 

“But even from those scattered words 
we can build up the theory of a fresh 
will,” emiled Locke, “From your own 
Aocount of what has been going on at 
the Rookery 
sme that 
coupled, — with 
Dickens’ classics 


icholas’ ras originally 
Nickleby — one of 


renwonablo. te ae. 


“My hat! That cortainly | would 
account for Cousin Lionel turning out 
the library,” agreed Curly. 

“Right, then,” said Locke. “Take the 
words ‘YOU WILL KIN.” Obviously, 
the ‘nGinished word is. find," if we 
accept the first word.of the message as 
being a term of direction.” 

“I get you!” exclaimed Curly, his 
eyed lighting up. “I suppose the ‘mes- 
sage began soniething like this, ‘Look 
for a book by Nicholes Nickleby—" 

“Not quite like, that,”. corrected, the 
detective. “For tho message says ‘OF 
NICHOLAS.’ which implies something 
on these lines, ‘Look through, the 
Yolumo of Nicholas Nickleby,’ or 
“Look through the pages of Nicholas 
Nicks.” i'think the falter is noaror 
the bullseye, Anyhow, for our purpose, 
cither of those will do, We have made 
a dart. Now, then, accepting this 
Phrase, ‘Look ‘through the pages of 
Nicholas Nickleby," as being tho correct 
‘one, and remembering the sense of the 

ase, re ean, 1 think, Ail in tho word 
Pand to follow it.” 

“Which gives us, ‘Look through tho 
pages of Nicholas Nickleby, and you 


“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
No, 25—Harold Skinner (of the Remove.) 


Not at all a pleasant character to write about, for Harold Skinner is a 
mixture of cleverness, cowardice, envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitable- 
ness. He is for ever deep in some intrigue to blacken the characters of 


those who tell him plainly what they think of him. 


Usually, however, 


Skinner's plans recoll upon his own head. Possesses a sarcastic tongue 
which comes into frequent use and which, it must be admitted, carries s 


nasty sting with it. 


Is a cartoonist of no mean ability. 


Exorelses an un- 


wholesome influence over the weaker-minded fellows in the Remove, such 
a5 Snoop, Stott, Bolsover, Hazeldene, etc., who seem to think that smoking, 
card playing, and gambling are better forms of amusement than cricket or 
football. If Skinner employed his talents in the right direction he would 
make a name for himself—as it fs the name he is known by now is the 


Gad of the Remov 


entire fortune 


will find—blankety-blank!” said Drake 


chipping i 
(brectiy! Locke, 
«se 
theory wo have formed,” he 
us constenct still further. W 
the words ‘a will,” which is then 
Towed by ‘leaving,’ again to be 
lowed by an imaginative phraso of ‘the 
Next we come to the 
words ‘of the’ ‘To them we will add 
Mdeceased Marchant, ‘Taylor,’ which 
again, fits in with, tho ono remai 
Word ‘to,’ After that word we fill in a 


Ferrers 


; remembering the sense of tho 

ddd, “let 
fe will add 
fol- 


Drake swiftly 
message which now read as follows: 


“LOOK THROUGH THE PAGES 
OF ‘NICHOLAS NICKLEBY * 
AND YOU WILL FIND A WILL 
LEAVING THE ENTIRE FORTUNE: 
OF THE DECREASED MARCHANT 
TAYLOR 'TO YOU.” 


Curly 
astoni bean ; 

“Tt certainly reads sensibly enough,” 
he remarked.” “My hath But if its 
true that scoundrel, Speedlow will have 
destroyed the will.” 

“1 don't think’ s0,"" replied Locke 
thoughtfully, “for from your own state- 
ment he aitacked you; that he was in 
@ state bordering on frenzy 
fo prove that he bad been 
in his search. 


Taylor eyed it in great 


80 
disappointed 


book, is con- 
cealed?” " 

“Not tho foggiest idea!” admitted 
Curly, with some reluctance. “I'm not 
given to reading @ great deal. But, as 
foul aay, fH could not have been in the 
ieary.* 

“Then you'd better get back to the 
Rookery Without delay and start a 
search,” advised Ferrers Locke. "But 
cousin’ Lionel must not be put, wise to 
what you are doing. Just go about the 
task in a quiot way. when he is not 
out. If T accompany you he might get 
intentions despite tho fact 
‘own mind, he thinks ho has 


“T know,” admitted the great detec. 
tive; “and I feel confident that no 
signature was attached to the message. 
All the same for that, I could tell yon 
how—if it wero not inadvisable to. do 
so—the identity of the writer of that 
message.” 


lor and Drake looked up in 


0 
hat?” they exclaimed, {n- unison, 
“Tam not, talking through my hat, 
I assure you,” returned Ferrers Locke. 
“Bat tho name of tho writer of the 
mossage is my" little secrot just now. 
Jat bide your time, and you will know 
Te was evident that the great detce- 
tive regarded that, sido of tho discus. 
sion as closed, for ho moved doorwards 
wed Curly towards him. 
yon the, job T have sot you.” 
v. “And don't. get ox 
Everything vill come 
Fight in due course." Good-night, my 


dear chap, and good luck.” 


Pointed 
Koreriat 
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TWENTY PRIZES A WEEK! 


N addition to the bumper programme of good things 
for next week, as outlined below, Tam introducing @ 
little feature—a sort of competition, delightfully 
simple and attractive toall—to which I'am attaching 

an offer of ‘Twenty Mognificent Prizes each week. Now 

these prizes have got to be won, you understand? And 
you car take it from me they ate really worth having. 

Only one more thing am I going to say in this woek’s 

Chat about this little treat, and that is—although the new 

Feature is connected with football, it is not a forecasting 

of match ‘results, ox a picture puzrle; it's 
much easier than either of those, ‘Twenty prizes a week, 
my lads! That gives a Tot of you a chance, doesn’t it? 

Right, then; look out: for this new feature next week! 


A “MAGNET” LEAGUE! 


A request comes from a reader at Rock Ferty for a 
Macxer League, I'll admit that the notion is « good one; 
but unless I receive a few thousand similar requests from 
my chums, I'm afraid it will have'to be shelved. If I ran 
such a League merely to pleaso a very small minority of 
my readers it would mean that « certain amount’ of space 
now devoted to reading matter or illustrations in the 
Macxux would have to be used for League announcements, 
rules of membership, ete. While doubtless this would pleaso 
tho fellows keen on the League, it would rowse the 
ftagonism and disapproval of those not interested. And 
my idea always, "as you knox, is to please the majority. So 
if any of you chaps are in syinpathy with my correspondent 
at Rock Ferry drop mo a lino, and we'll see what cant he 
done. 


For Next Monday 


‘THE FEUD WITH THE FOURTH!” 
By Frank Richards. 


‘That's the titlo of the next grand, long complete story of 
the Chums of Greyfriare, Cecil Temple, the skipper of the 
Upper Fourth, thinks it high time his Form took its proper 
place in junior sports at Greyfriars. ‘This reflection on the 
fordly ‘Temple's part leads to some friction* with Harry 
Wharton & Co. of the Remove. A good story, boys—don’t 
ies it! 


THE FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT. 


‘Already letters are pouring in praising this now venture 
of Harry Wharton's. Good! I don’t like the man who 
habitually comes out with—“I told you o.” Still, an 
Baitor is a privileged person, I knew that supplement 
Yould catch on like hot cakes. Look ont, boys, for another 
next week! 


“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE WANDERERS ! 


ere will, naturally, be another long instalment of this 
popular footer and detective story for next wock, This is 
just a reminder that tho MaGNET comes out on a Monday. 
Leave your order until Wednesday, and perhaps your news- 
Sorry; sold out.” Now, don’t lot that 
io, chums ! 


YOUR EDITOR. 
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Make this 


c. ROWELL, 
they are indeed all 

sou ohio ty 

‘ine dia hoe obialn auch expart 

‘Keown corer, he eenteamany, 
eve "antene’ ot ahilede sould 


iE ake thie epee 
owed 


Every man has 4 natural skill in Corpentey work, 

you really need is a littlo practice and 

found guidance to enable you to turn ot numerous 

articles of fumiture and jo ond of woful fitments 
without the slightest diliculty. 


The PRACTICAL 
WOODWORKER 


is a complete working guide to 


Carpentry and 
Cabinet Making 
Upholstering, etc. 


‘The great, polnt about itis book ts. thy 
fraftsman'e way of doing every job, and 
Would We" credit to the most 


i teaches you the 
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